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Young Wild West~s Mysterious Enemies
OR,

THE

SIGN

OF THE

SILVER

SEVEN

By AN OLD SCOUT
CHAPTER !.-"Beware of the Silver Seven!"
"Hello! What's this ? Whoa, Spitfire!"
The speaker was Young Wild West, the wellknown boy hero of the Wild West, who was riding along with his friends over a rough moun. tain trail in the southern part of Colorado.
"What's ther matter, Wild?" asked Cheyenne
Charlie the scout who was riding something
like a dozen feet behind the boy, his wife Anna
at his side.
"I'll let you know in a minute, Charlie," was
the reply, as the young deadshot dismounted and
quickly picked up something that was lying almost in the center of the trail. His sweetheart,
Arietta Murdock, who had been in the lead with
h.im, was down upon the ground almost as soon
as he was, and when she saw Wild pick up a
piece of board with something bright and shining fast to it, she opened wide her eyes. The
piece of board was probably a foot square, and
nailed to it w as a piece of silver fa shioned into
the figure 7.
"Seven, eh?" said our hero, as he held up his
find so all h ands m ight see it. "I wonder what
that means?"
"It is a silver seven," added Arietta, as she
leaned over and took a good look at it. "The
person who made that figure knows how to do
such things, too."
"I reckon he does, Et, " Wild answered. Then
he turned the board and looke d at the other side.
When he found there was a piece of card-board
tacked to it, and that there was writing upon
it, the boy gave a start.
"This is the sign of the Silver Seven. Beware,
Young Wild West. You are not wanted in these
parts!" was wliat he read.
Then he handed it to his sweetheart and said:
"Read it out, Et, so all hands can hear it. I
reckon it looks as though we are going to have
a little excitement before long."
Arietta did so, and then all hands were not
satisfied until they had taken the piece of board
in their hands and examined both the inscription
and the silver seven.
"Someone must have seen us comin', I reckon,"
observed Cheyenne Charlie, shrugging his shoulders and smiling grimly. "Well, ·it seems that
we never kin go very far without strikin' some-

thin' in ther line of trouble. But that's what
we're lookin' for, sometimes."
"Not trouble, Charlie," corrected Young Wild
·west. "I know we are always looking for adventure and excitement, but it can't be said that
we look for trouble exactly. Of course we get
into it very often, but it is not altogether our
fault. But it makes no difference about this
warning, which must have been dropped here
a short time ago. We are not going to turn
away from here on account of it. I am just interested enough now to make it my business to
find out who wrote that warning."
"That's what's the matter, Wild," spoke up
Jim Dart, who was a boy about the same age as
our hero. ·
He and Cheyenne ChaTlie were known as the
partners of Young Wild West, and they were
proud to call the young deadshot their leader.
The girls of the party consisted of Arietta Murdock, our hero's golden-haired sweetheart, Anna,
the wife of Cheyenne Charlie, and Eloise Gardner, Jim Dart's sweetheart. Two Chinese servants who were brothers, named Hop Wah and
Wing Wah, accompanied them on nearly all their
trips on horseback. It was near the close of
the day, and the party had been for some little
time looking for a place where they could camp
for the night. While the finding of the Silver
Seven caused quite a little excitement, it did
not make them change their minds one bit as to
what their plan had been. Of course the girls
felt a little anxious about the warning, since it
no doubt meant danger for them.
But they all knew how to shoot, and if they
were compelled to use firearms upon villains who
sought to kill them, it would not be the first
time. Arietta was a true Western girl, who had
been born and reared in Wyoming, and since
her earliest childhood she had known how to
handle firearms and ride a horse. Anna and
Eloise had been in the West quite long enough
to become used to its ways, so they were superior
to the average women and girls, as far as facing
danger went.
"Well," said Young Wild West, as the board
containing the Silver Seven and the warning was
handed back to him, "I reckon I'll keep this and
put it away among the souvenirs I have picked
up during the last four or five years. I will
admit this is a sort of puzzle to me, but when
I find a puzzle I always make it my business to
solve it. Come on, boys, I reckon we'll go on a
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little further and try and find the spot we want tending to make a circle of it. He 1·.ent about
to stop at. Just keep your eyes open, all of forty yards from it, and then turned to the left.
you, for there is no telling when we might
He had not taken many steps before he came
hear the crack of a gun, and hear the hum of a to what seemed to be a 8olid wall of earth and
bullet."
rock, that was covered by a mass of hanging
Around a bend they went, and then they came vines. As he passed before this there was a
to a gradual slope that led straight toward a rustling in the vines a short distance to his right,
clump of ti-ees and shrubbery. As they neared and then he was just in time to catch sight of
this the sound of trickling water came to their the disappearing figure of a man.
ears, and then it was that Young Wild West
"Hold on!" he cried, sternly, as he turned his
gave a noel of satisfaction and exclaimed:
revolver that way.
"Ahl that sounds all right! I reckon we
But all was still then. The man had disapwon't have to go much further to-day."
peared in a twinkling.
They soon came to a halt beside a trickling
"Ha, ha, ha!" came a mocking laugh from
stream that came down from the high 1·ocks somewhere, the boy could not tell exactly where,
above.
for it sounded strange and unearthly.
"HuN·y up, you two heathens," called out
"Come out and show yourself you sneaking
Young Wild West, as he turned to the China- coyote," the boy called out fiercely.
men. "Just get a move on you and see how
Again the mocking laugh sounded, this time
quick you can put the camp in shape. The sun further away, and then a voice callee! out:
will be down in half an hour, and I reckon we
"Remember the Sign of the Silver Seven,
are all vretty hungry."
Young Wild West!"
The next minute all had dismounted. The two
Satisfied that the voice came from a cave unChinam.:!n at once started to unload the pack- der the bank, or from the other side of it, the
horses they had been leading, while \Vild and young deadshot started toward the vines and
his two partnern unsadtlled the horses and look- quickly tore them aside. .Jim Dart now came
ed for a place where they might graze. But all noiselessly to his side, for the laughter and the
this time they were keeping both eyes and ears voices had been heard by those at the camp, alopen. But nothing happened, and in about twen- though rather faintly.
ty minutes the Chinamen had put up the -two
"\Vhat is it, \Vild?" Jim asked, in a whisper.
tents that were occupied as a sleeping quarters
"Someone is spying on us, Jim," was the cool
for the party. The smaller one was for the use reply. "But take it easy. I will admit there is
of the girls; while the other our hero and his is a sort of myste1·y of it for I just caught a
partners, as well as the Chinamen, slept in. glimpse of him as he disappeared. I reckon
When this part had been attended to it was not there must be a cave somewhere around close
long before Wing Wah, who was the cook for by."
the party, had gathered a bunch of twigs .and
The two then made examinations of the face
started a fire with which to cook the evening of the bank, but there was not an opening
large enough to put their hands in, much less
mean.
Right here we may as well say that Hop Wah to admit a man. The two were just turning
was an exception to his race. He 1·eally was a from the spot when a voice away off to the
very clever magician, a professional card sharp, left of them called out, through the darkness:
"Beware of the Silver Seven!"
and was full of fun. He was not needed by
Young Wild West and his friends, as far as the
work he did went, for one man could easily have
attended to it all. But since Hop had on more
than one ocacsion saved their lives through his
CHAPTER IL-The Mining Camp.
cleverness, he had become a fixture to the party.
Wing was a good cook, and the scout's wife was
Placing his hand upon Da_rt's arm our hero
the only one he would allow to assist him. Anna said, in a low whisper:
now came over to him and took a hand, and the
"Come on, Jim; we will get back to the camp.
result was that shortly after the sun had dis- Just take it easy."
appeared below the line of the western horizon,
"Right you are, Wild," the boy replied, and
the evening meal was Teady. It was not a bad then the two proceeded along close to the foot
meal to sit down to, either, since it consisted of of the bank keeping in the shadows.
broiled venison steaks, baked potatoes, hot corn
They walked noiselessly, too, so their movemuffins and coffee. There was an abundance ments could not be heard by their mysterious
of the food too, and this was necessary, since enemies that were somewhere close at hand.
the outdoor life our friends were leading gave Reaching the camp, which was but a short disthem good appetities, indeed.
tance from the spot, anyhow, they found CheyAs it was now getting dark, Cheyenne Charlie enne Charlie and the girls crouching behind the
took it upon himself to keep guard while the. rest rocks, their rifles 1·eady for instant use. The
ate. As soon as he had finished eating his sup- campfire had about died out by this time, but
per, Wild promptly relieved the scout, who was the light from a lantern enabled them to see quite
well for a short distance.
now ravenously hungry.
"What do yer think of this business, Wild?"
"Go ahead and eat, Charlie," the boy said. "I
will take a little walk around and see if there asked Charlie, as the young deadshot took his
is anyone about. It is so dark now that if there place near him.
"Well, it is rather mysterious, Charlie," was
is he will most likely take a notion to spy on our
the reply. "But I am not letting that part of it
camp."
Our hero started to walk !lround the camp, in- worry me any. One thinir about it the Sin
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of the Silver Seven has given us warning that
we are in danger. To be forewarned is to be
forearmed, you know. So long as they don't attack us we will let them go ahead with their little
,ame. But if they think they are going to
:.'righten us by acting in this way they will find
they are very much mistaken."
They remained silent for the space of a few
minutes, and then, nc:t hearing anything further
of those who were lurking about, apparently trying to frighten them, Wild decided to strengthen
their position as much as possible.
"Boys," said he, speaking in a low tone of
voice, "just get · at work and roll llp some of
the biggest stones you can find. There is a dead
tree over there. Perhaps you can drag that
across the front of our camp. Hop and v\'ir..g
will help you, while I stand gu::,.rd. If it happens that a shot is fired I am going to put a bullet right where the flash shows, and I'll do it
so quick that I'll drop the man who fires it, you
can bet."
Charlie and Jim were quite confidenet thai he
• would do exactly as he said, so they did not hesitate to obey what he said. With his Winchester
at his shoulder, Young Wild West remained on
the watch, while his two partners and the Chinamen worked away diligently. It was not ..t very
difficult task for them to draw the der.d t1·ee
to the place where they wanted it, and when a
few of the largest of the stones scattered about
were rolled up, so it might be placed upon them,
they had a barricade that was over three feet
in height. The bank behind the two tents was
so steep that it would be impossible for anyone
to descend upon them, unless they came down in
a hurry. However, there was danger of · stones
and boulders being rolled down upon them,
they had a barricade that was over three feet in
height. The bank behind the two tents was so
steep that it would be impossible for anyone to
descend upon them, unless they came down in a
hurry.
However, there was danger of stones and
boulders being Tolled down upon them, should
the sponsors for the sign of the Silver Seven
take it into their heads to do it. But they simply
had to take their chances on that, so after the
barricade had been formed they all settled down
to wait for further developments. As the evening drifted on, and the situation remained about
the same, Wild decided that it was best that some
of them should go to sleep.
"There's no telling what will happen before
daylight," he said, as he advised the girls and
Jim Dart to take to the tents, while he and
Charlie remained on guard, "so go ahead, and
don't let the Sign of the Silver Seven keep
any of you awake. Charlie, I reckon you may
as well turn in, too. I'll let Hop remain on
_ guard with me until about one o'clock. Then
you and Jim can take a trick at it."
"Jest as you say, Wild," the scout answered,
and he quickly made his way to the tent.
Hop was quite willing to remain up with
Young Wild West. While he could be of little
help in case trouble arose, he would be company
for the boy, anyhow. But it seemed that the
watching was a precaution that was entirely
unnecessary, for the hours passed on, and when
one o'clock came all was as silent as the tomb.
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Wild waited a half houi· longer, and then he
awoke his two partners. The night passed ori
without anything occurring, and just as day was
breaking in the east Jim crept into the teat
and lay down. Charlie declared that he needed
no more sleep that night, and he was willing to
wait until the rest awoke. GTadually it grew
lighter, and soon a red glow showed over the
top of a distant l'ange. 'l'hen streaks of yellow
showed athwart the sky, while white, fleecy
clouds swept by, disclosing a bank of azure. A
few minutes later Charlie aroused the cook and
bade him go and start a fire, so that breakfast
might be cooked.
Wing was not long in getting fully awake,
and when he had visited the brook and taken a
good wash he got a hustle on himself and soon
had the big coffee kettle over the fire. It was
not long before the gil'ls made their appearance,
but Wild, Jim and Hop slep on. Not until the
breakfast was ready did Charlie call the sleepers. The breakfast over with, the woTk of breaking camp and loading the pack-horses was at
once begun. Our hero and his partners personally saw to their horses, as well as those of
the girls, and as the animals had been well fed
on the nutl'itious grass that grew in abundance
along the bank of the brook during the night,
they were in fine order to proceed. When everything was in readiness the girls mounted their
horses, and then the two Chinamen did likewise,
holding the halters that were attached to the
two pack-horses. Then Charlie and Jim got
into the saddle, and after taking a look around
as far as the eye could reach, Young Wild Vi'est
mounted Spitfire, his gallant sorrel stallion.
"Come, Et," he said, nodding to his goldenhafred sweetheart, and then the two took the
head of the line and the little procession started.
The spot they had camped upon was but a few
yards from the trail, and as soon as they reached
the trail they started on their way. They rode
on around the winding trail for perhaps ten
minutes, and then they suddenly came in sight
of a collection of roughly built shanties and
some rather dirty-looking tents that lay less than
half a mile below them at the mouth of a wide
ravine.
"There's a mining camp, all right, Wild," exclaimed Arietta. "Why, we were camped less
than two miles from it. If we had known that
we mi~ht have kept right on and stopped there
over mght."
"That's right Et," was the reply. "But I reckon it is just the same. I am glad to see a
camp here, though, because I think I'll be able
to find out all the sooner who my mysterious
enemies are, and what the Sign of the Silver
Seven means."
It was easy for them to guess that the population of the mining camp could not be more
than fifty or sixty, for the few shanties and
tents indicated that much. There was little or
nothing in the way of mining machinery to be
seen on the spot, so it was evident that the
camp had not been in existence very long, or
that the gold dust had not panned out to ansy
great extent. ' They rode on around another
bend, and then found the trail led straight dowD
a rather long slope that was lined on eithe1
side by high rocks and scraggy mountain pines.
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Five minutes later the party rode to the center
of the camp, and came to a halt.

CHAPTER III.-The "Worst Man in Colorado"
Takes His Medicine.
The arrival of Young Wild West and his
friends at the mining camp was the signal for
several miners to make their appearance from
the nearby shanties. A stout, red-faced man
came out of the saloon and looked at them in
surprise. Wild paid no attention to any of the
rest, but nodding to the man, who ·was evidently
the proprietor of the shanty saloon, said:
"Good-morning, boss. What camp is this?"
"Nugget Strike, young feller," was the reply.
"But where did you folks come from so early in
ther mornin'?"
"Well, we were camped a little over a mile
away from here over night. You see, we had no
idea we were so close by a-mining camp, or we
should have come right on here last nigth."
"Oh, I see. ·well, I s'pose you're goin' ter
stop here a while an' do a little prospectin'
around for dust, ain't yer?"
"Well, I can't say that we'll do anything like
that. We're just riding around the country for
the fun of it, that's all. But we may take a
notion to stop here for a day or two. What is
the population of this place, anyhow?"
"Jest fifty-seven. \Ve counted 'em up Sunday
mornin'. If Red Eyed Jenks hadn't turned up
his toes last Saturday night in a free fight,
there would have been fifty-eight. But sich is
ther way in minin' camps. Ha, ha, ha!"
The man laughed heartily, just as though he
thought it was a good joke that Red Eyed Jenks
.
had turned up his toes.
"So you had a free fight Saturday night, did
you?" our hero asked, as he slid from the back
of his horse. "I suppose you have a pretty
tough gang hanging around your saloon nights,
don't you?"
"About as tough as they make 'em," and the
saloon-keeper shook his head and shrugged his
shoulders.
Then he happened to look off to the left, and
turning quickly to the boy again, he added:
"Here comes ther leader of ther tough gang
now. He's Bart Ricket. He claims ter be the
worst man in Colorado, an' I reckon he's putty
near right. He always gits his man, when he
gits after him, which is sayin' a whole Jot."
The eyes of our friends were turned upon the
man referred to. He was coming along at a
swagger, his hat tipped jauntily upon the back
of his head, and a heavy revolver dangling at
either side of him. It did not take Young Wild
West two seconds to put the fellow down as being what was termed "a bad man." His whole
appearance indicated it, for his manner was of
the insulting style.
"Hello, petticoats!" he suddenly bawled out,
in a voice that was a heavy bass. "What in
thunderation brings sich fine lookin' critters as
you here? It sorter looks to me as though you're
away out of your place."
Of course the girls made no reply. They did
not appear to even notice the remark.
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"Yer ain't very polite, I must say," went on
the miner, as he strolled forward and came to
a halt directly before Arietta's horse. "Don't
yer want to shake hands with ther boss of
Nugget Strike?"
Arietta easily evaded the hand that was trying
to grasp her arm, and then started her horse
forward. But the man was evidently bent upon
insulting her, for he suddenly gripped the bridle
and threw back the horse upon its haunches.
Then it was that Arietta's eyes flashed and
with a quick movement she brought her whip
down straight across his face.
"Let go of my horse, you scoundrel!" she
cried.
Smarting with pain, the ruffian sprang back,
and then uttered an oath. "But that was as far
as he got. Wild leaped forward as quick as a
shot and struck him a heavy blow with the flat
of his hand right across the mouth.
"I 1·eckon that will do, stranger," he said, in his
cool and easy way. "I'll teach you that it is not
good policy to insult ladies when you happen
to come across them."
By this time a dozen or more miners had gathered at the spot. As the villain staggered back
from the force of the blow he had received our
hero pulled him up, ready to strike him with his
clenched fist. Bart Ricket let out a savage yell
as soon as he could find the use of his tongue.
"See here, young feller!" he blurted out. "Did
you hit me?"
"I reckon I did," was the cool rejoinder.
"Didn't you feel it?"
"You hit me in ther mouth with your hand
'
did you?"
"That's about ther size of it."
"I reckon you don't know who I am, then."
"Oh, yes. The man standing in the door of
the saloon over there told me you were Bart
Ricket, and that you were the worst man in
Calorado. Is that right?"
"I reckon there never was a truer thing said,
young feller. But afore we go any further
I jest want to ask who you are."
"I reckon you know who I am," said Wild, as
a sudden thought flashed upon him. "You also
know something about the Sign of the Silver
Seven, too, don't you?"
It was then that another change came over
the big ruffian's face. A deep pallor showed
there for the space of a second, while he started
back.
"I thought you knew me," said the boy, in his
cool and easy way. You knew that I was Young
Wild West when you came in sight of me. You
simply insulted the girls to make me take it up
for them, so you could drop me, I suppose. But
your scheme didn't work, Mr. Ricket."
"I don't know what you're talkin' about" declared the man, shaking his head. "I've he~rd of
Young- Wild West, though, an' if that's who you
are I'll tell yer right 'to your face that you
never done a worse thing in your life than you
did when you hit me. If it wasn't that you was
nothin' but a boy I'd take yer by ther throat
an' squeeze ther life out of yer. But it would
be a shame to do a thing like that 'cause you're
so young."
"Oh, don't let that trouble you at all," and
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t he boy laughed right in his face. "If you feel
like taking me by the throat and squeezing the
life out of me, just go ahead."
The way the boy spoke must have caused the
ruffians to lose his temper completely, for with a
growl like that of an angry beast he r,e ached
forward with both hands, as though to do what
he had threatened. But his fingers clutched
nothing but the empty air, and before he could
recover himself Wild landed a swinging blow
upon the side of his face that sent him staggering. Before Bart Ricket could recover himself
Wild leaned forward and str.uck him hard with
his left fist, this time squarely upon the chin.
Big and strong as he was, the miner did not
stand such a blow, and down he went in a heap
upon the ground. A cheer went up from two
or three of the miners who had gathered at the
spot, while several others acted very much as
though they were angry at what was taking
place. But Young Wild West paid no attention
to any of them.
"Get up, you sc-0undrel, and fight it -0ut," the
young deadshot called out. "You're big enough
to eat me without any trouble, but I reckon
you will find you have barked up the wrong tree
this time. Get up I say!"
At this juncture a villainous looking fellow
ran toward the fallen man and started to assist
h im to rise to his feet.
"Rold on, there, you sneakin' galoot," yelled
Cheyenne Charlie, as he brandished a revolver at
the man. "Jest let him alone. I reckon he ain't
hurt so bad that he can't git up without help.
You take a back seat. If yer d®'t, somethin'
will happen to yer."
There was no mistaking that the scout menat
exactly what he said, and with an angry exclamation that could not be underst-Ood by our
friends, he quickly let go his hold upon Ricket
and went back to where he had been standing
before. Then it was that the "Worst Man in
Colorado" got himself into a sitting posture and
looked around him in a dai-;ed sort of way. In
abou t half a minute he made a sudden move and
arose to an erect position.
.
"You'll die for that, Young "Wild West!" he
hissed, his voice quivering with excitement.
"Anyone as hits Bart Ricket like you done can't
live long, that's sartin. You was warned not
to come her; you--"
Crack! The report of a revolver sounded from
somewhere acro,ss the sandy street, and the big
ruffi.ain checked himself, while a startled look
shone upon his face.
"Never mind," he added, shaking his head savagely. "We'll let it go at this, Young Wild
West."
"No, we wont," was the quick reply. "You
go ahead and say what you intended to before
t hat shot rang out. I reckon somebody fired a
gun to shut you up, sin.ce the bullet did not
come this way. Now you go ahead, and let's hear
what you meant to say."
But Ricket paid no attention to him. He at
once left the spot, forcing his way through the
crowd, and then on a run he made for the shanty
a short distance away on the othjr side of the
little thoroughfare that ran between the two
lines of roughly made buildings.
"Shall we go an' git him, Wild?" Cheyenne
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Charlie asked, looking at the young deadshot
questioningly.
"No, Charlie," was the reply. "I reckon we'll
let him go for the present. Maybe he'll feel
satisfied at what has happened to him."
The boy now turned to take the bridle rein
of his waiting horse, but just then one of the
miners sprang forward and 11eld out his hand.
"Shake, Young Wild West!" he exclaimed. "I
never seen. yer afore, though I've heard somewhat about you an' your pards. I want ther
honor -0f shakin' hands with yer. I'm Smilin'
Bill, which is ther name they calls me here at
ther camp, an' you kin bet your life I'm all wool
an' a yard wide."
"All right, Smiling Bill," was the retort, and
the boys quickly· grasped him by the hand.
Not satisfied with shaking hands with the
yo'tlng deadshot, Smping Bill now took off his
hat, and waving it over his head, he yelled out
at the top of his voice:
"Three cheers for Young Wild We,st, ther
champion deadshot. Everybody jine in. Now
then--"
"Hooray, hooray, hooray!"
It seemed that nearly everyone in the crowd
took the cue, and the cheer that went up was
certainly quite enough to satisfy our friends
that they had made a very good impression upon the 1·esidents of Nugget Strike. But it did not
take Wild very long to see that at least half
a dozen men there had moved away to the background. These of course had no part in the
cheering, so that made it quite plain that they
were friends of Bart Ricket. It was not strange
that Wild should place them as being in some
way connected with the Sign of the Silver Seven .
Ricket had mentioned about the warning, and
that made it sure that he knew considerable
about it.
Satisfied with what he had done to the "worst
man in Colorado," he now wanted to find a
place where they might go into camp and live
in safety while they remained at Nugget Strike.
"Come on, boys," he said, nodding to his two
partners. "I reckon we'll go over there by that
dead pine and pitch our camp. We are going
to stay here for a little while, because we have
important business here, as you know."
Then he turned to the miner who had introduced himself as Smiling Bill, and added:
"I suppose no one will have :my ohiections if
we put up our tents anywhere around here?"
"You have got a perfect rjght ter camp just
where yer want ter, Young vVild West, so 10111;
as yer don't interfere with anybody what's already here. Go ahend :rn' pick ont any place
yer want ter. You kin take it from me that it
will be all right, though I ain't no boss of ther
camp, nor I don't call myself ther worst man
in Colorado."
"Thank you, Smiling Bill," Wild answered,
with a laugh. "You're all right. I can see that.
I reckon· you'll find we are, too, Good-morning,
gentlemen."
Then the boy coolly started away leading his
horse, the rest of the party following. Straight
to the dead pine they went, and reaching it, Wild
gave a nod of satisfaction, for right close to the
tree there was a shallow cave under a steep
p,·ecipice that ran up something like a hundred
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feet straight in the air. On one side there was
a mass of sharp, jagged rocks, with vines and
scrub underbrush growing out from the crevices.
On the other side the brook trickled, and straight
ahead before them lay the mining camp, just
about a hundred yards away.
"I reckon this will do," he said. "Get a move
on you, you two heathens."

CHAPTER IV.-Denver Harry, the Card Sharp.
While the camp was being placed in order
Wild kept sharp watch upon the mining camp.
He had expected to see the half dozen men who
had not taken pai·t in the chering make their
way to the shanty Bart Ricket had entered. But
no such thing occurred. They remained talking
among themselves for the space of a few minutes, and then they .started away, no doubt to
go to their work. Meanwhile the two Chinamen
had unloaded the vack-horses, and had seen to
their wants, and wel'e now busily engaged in
erecting the two tents that comprised the quarters of our fri,mds at night. The tents were
soon erected in propert shape, and then there
was nothing ti) do for a while. Having finished
his work Hop started to take a little walk. Hop
walked slowly away from the camp, apparently
taking in the scenery that surrounded it.
There was nothing mean about the scenery,
eitheT, for it was one of the most picturesque
spots to be found in that section of the Rockies.
Hop paused now and then, and it could_ be seen
that he occasionally gave a nod of satisfactrnn
as he looked at some high point of rock that had
the appearance of some ancient architecture that
had crumbled away through the course of time.
It was fully five minutes before he eame to a
narrow rift that led to the other side of a little
ridge that Jay in about the centr_e of the wide
opening at thr- mouth of the ravme. Then all
of a sudden :h.e disappeared from view.
"Come!" exclaimed Charlie nodding to Wild
and Jim, "let's git around here a little ways."
The two followed him, both smiling, for they
knew right away what they mig,ht expect to see.
They had scarcely got around the rocks when
they saw Hop walking swiftly in the directwn of
the saloon.
"There! What did I tell yer !" exclaimed the
scout. "Well, let him go, Charlie," was the
reply. "There is no use in tryin&' to hold that
Chinaman down. I gave up that idea long ago.
He is bound to have his whisky, but so long as
he does not drink to excess, and attends strictly
to his business, which he always manages to do,
as you know, we will let him have his own way
.
about it."
"He'll go over ther that whisky-mill now, an'
there first think you know he'll have ther owner
of it about half-crazy," said Charlie. "S'pose we
.
go over an' see what goes 01:."
"All right; I reckon the girls w11l be safe,
since they are in plain sight of the shanty."
"I reckon I'll stay with the girls," spoke up
Jim Dart. "I want to clean up the rifles and
•
guns a little, anyhow."
"Suit yourself, Jim," said Wild, who knew
full well that Eloise Gardner was the more timid
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of the three girls and that Jim always felt like
staying near her so as to allay any fears that
might arise within her. Jim walked over to where
the girls were busy putting the finishing touches
to the interior of their tent, and Wild and Charlie walked leisurely in the direction of the shanty
saloon. Hop entered it just about the time they
started from the camp. The clever Chinaman's
face wore a child-like smile as he walked into
the saloon and found the proprietor sitting there
alone.
"Velly nicee mornin', so be," he observed, as
he made a low bow to the rough-looking boss of
the saloon.
"That's right, heathen," was the reply, while
a grin came over the man's face. "You're one
of Young Wild West's gang, aren't yer?"
"Me Young Wild West's clever Chinee, so be,"
was the quick reply. "Young Wild West no gottee gang, so be. We all Yelly nicee people."
"Oh, excuse me," and the saloon-keeper laughed heartily. "I didn't mean anything by callin'
it a gang. That's ther way we talk in these
parts, yer know, when we see a bunch of people
together. Young Wild West is all right, an' yer
kin tell him that Larry Ball says so. I'm Larry
Ball, yer know, heathen. I'm ther owner of ther
Duster Saloon, which is this joint right here."
"Allee light," answered Hop, blandly. "You
gottee plenty tanglefoot to sell, so be?"
"Oh, yes. I always see to it that I have a
few barrels on hand all ther time. Have yer got
any money?"
"Me gottee plenty money," ~as the quick reply,
and to prove that what he said was correct Hop
· quickly drew forth a bag that was nearly filled
with gold coins, ranging from twenties to fives.
He dumped the whole lot on the rough board
that composed the little bar.
"Great ginger!" exclaimed Larry Ball, his
eyes opening wide. "Blamed if you ain't putty
well fixed, heathen. Where did yer git all that
money?"
"Me savee allee um wages Young Wild West 1
givee me," was the reply. "Len me play Iillee ,
dlaw pokee sometimes, and me winee plenty
more. Me velly smartee Chinee."
"So yer won money at draw poker, did yer,"
and the proprietor's face took on a smile.
"Yes, me play dlaw pokee, and me allee samee
chuckee dice, too, so be. Me chuckee dice for
dlinks with you light now if you wantee."
"Well, since there ain't nothin' else to do in
ther way of business, I reckon I will have to
accept your invitation, heathen."
"No callee me heathen," and Hop shook his
head and looked disgusted. "Me allee samee
velly goodee Chinee. Me go to Sunday-school
in Flisco. Me name Hop Wah; come flom China."
"Hop Wah, eh? All right, then. I"ll call yer
Hop. So yer want ter chuck dice for drinks,
do yer?"
"Lat light," and Hop proceeded to put his
money back into the bag.
It was just then that Wild and Charlie entered.
"What are you up to now, Hop?" the young
deadshot called out, as he saw the proprietor
hand the leather dice-box to the Chinaman.
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"We go chuckee dice for um dlink, Misler
Wild," was the meek reply.
"Oh, all right, then. But don't go to throwing dice for money, Hop. I reckon the boss of
this saloon is a pretty decent sort of a man, if
I can judge by his looks. I don't want him
to be fleeced out of all the money he has got."
"What's that, Young Wild West?" and Larry
Ball looked at the boy vuriously. "Yer don't
think ther heathen could clean me out at chuckin' dice, do yer?"
"I certainly do," answered Wild, coolly. "You
take my advice, and don't you try it. I don't
mind telling you that he is a sleight-of-hand
performer. You ought to know by that pretty
well what he might be able to do with the
dice. If he makes up his mind to he can beat
you every time he throws."
"All right, then, I wont'" was the quick retort. "I've heard enough about you, Young
Wild West, to take your advice on almost anything. Of course, if you was to advise me to
close up my place of business, jest because I sell
tanklefoot an' make my customers drunk, I
couldn't listen to it. Miners must have liquor,
an' I might as well sell it to 'em as anyone else.
If I was to close up my place someone else
would start jest as soon as they could git a barrel of tanglefoot here to open up business."
"That's right, boss," and the young deadshot
smiled. "I am only a boy, but I reckon I have
been around mining camps long enough to pretty
well understand how things go. I don't drink
whisky myself, but it is no business of mine what
others do, so long as they don't interfere with
me or with anyone else who should be let alone."
,/Well, since yer don't drink anything strong,
s'pose yer havP. a little ginger-nop with me? I
bought four dozen bottles of that when I first
opened up here, an' I've got .over three dozen
of 'em left. There ain't much call for that stuff,
yer know."
"Well, if I remain around here a few days
maybe I will help you get rid of your stock of
ginger-pop," and the boy laughed heartily. "Jim
Dart, my other partner, is the same as I am in
that respect. He never drinks anything strong,
either. Charlie does occasionally, though he is
not like he used to be before he got married."
"That's right," spoke up the scout, nodding his
head as though he liked what the boy said. "I
reckon I'll take a little drop of tanglefoot now.
There's a ort of gnawin' in my stomach that
calls for it, an' a little drop won't hurt me, 'cause
I've alwavR 1::een in ther habit of takin' some
now an' then."
The proprietor seemed much pleased at being
able to treat our hero and the scout. While
he had not asked Hop to join him in taking a
drink, it was really not necessary, for the clever
Chinee had poured out a second drink already.
"Velly g-oodee luck," he said, nodding to Ball.
"You velly nicee man."
Then he drank with them.
"You're all right, Hop," the proprietor said,
grinning at him. "I reckon I want ter git better
acquainted with you before you leave here."
It was just then that a shadow darkened the
doorway of the saloon, and turning their eyes
in that direction our hero and the scout saw a
rather handsom..! man of perhaps thirty, who was
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attired in a fancy velvet suit, and whose head
was adorned with a mexican sombrero, entering.
"Good-morning', Harry," called out Ball,
. pleasantly. "Come right in an? join our little
party. I want. ter make you acquainted with
Young Wild West an' Cheyenne Charlie." ·
"Ah, delighted to meet them, I assure you,"
exclaimed the stranger, as he walked up smiiingly, his right hand stretched out to shake with
our friends.
"Young Wild West, this is Denver Harry, ther
card sharp. "Harry, this is Cheyenne Cha1·1ie."
Our friends shook hands with the man, and
both of them came to the conclusion right away
that he was no doubt a pretty slick fellow, if
appearance went for anything. Wild and Charlie had seen many like him, and among them
they had found some very clever villains. Wild
could not help thinking of the Sign of the Silver
Seven when he shook hands wtih the man, for it
fl.ashed upon his mind that if Bart Ricket was
not capable of writing the warning note he had
picked up on the trail, this man surely was.
The dice-box was still on the bar, and when he
had finished greeting our two friends Denver
Harry looked at it and said :
"Hello r Someone has been rattling the bones,
eh? Well, I am somewhat of a sport. Suppose
we throw for a dollar a corner, just to pass
away the time?"
"Allee light," spoke up Hop ,vah, who had
been standing at the end of the bax in silence.
"Me chuckee clicee, so be."
The card sharp looked at him contemptuously.
"I wasn't speaking to you, heathen," he said.
Lat allee light. · Me allee samee speakee to
you."
CHAPTER V.-Hop and the Denver Card Sharp
Wild saw that there was going to be tTouble
between the card sharp and Hop, so he decided
to interfere and stop it.
"See here, my friend," he said, touching D~nver Harry on the arm, "that Chinaman is all
right. He is far above the average of his race,
and it happens that he is in our employ. The
boss said you were a car'd sharp, so I don't mind
telling you that Hop is one, too. You will find
that he is all right, I am sure."
"Oh," and Denver Harry turned to the boy
any sm iled. "If that's the case I shall ceTtainlv
not take any exception to what he said. But I
took him to be just one of the ordinary Chinese
we find about a mining camp. The most of them
are a dirty, thieving lot, you know."
"Yes, that may be true; but Hop is not one
of that sort. He is a very clever fellow."
"Lat light. Me velly smartee Chinee, so be,"
Hop declared. blandly. "Me likee chuckee dicee
with you, so be."
"Well, I never yet gambled with a heathen,
but since you're Young Wild West's Chinee,
I'll break the rule. How much money have you
with you?"
"Me gottee plenty money," and Hon cmicklv
produced his bag- of gold and made a displav of
the contents. The e'·es of the gambled lighted
up ~~ though by magic.
"Pretty well fixed, I should sav." he observerl .
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"Where does he get all his money?" and he turned to Wild, questioningly.
"Well, if you want me to tell you the truth
about it, I have an idea that he gets the most
of it from such fellows as you," the boy retorted
with a smile. "Hop is great at gambling with
professional card sharps."
"By jingo! I guess I have struck it just
right, then," and Denver Harry acted as though
h~ was really glad at meeting the clever Chinaman. "There's nothing going on around here
during the day, and when night comes I can't
always get into a game, because the most of
those who play draw poker feel like barring me
out. They seem to think that I am too smart
for them, though I can't understand why they
should. I always play a square game, and if I
win it is more by luck than anything else."
"Me knowee pletty muchee about um cards,
so be."
"Suppose we sit down at a table and have a
little game with the cards, then? I'd rather do
that than to throw dice."
"Allee light."
Hop spoke very cheerfully, showing how pleased he was at the suggestion.
"Well, Denver Hany," said our hero, looking
at the card sharp, "I suppose there is no need
of my giving you any advice. You acknowledge
yourself to be a card sharp, and you have been
told that Hop Wah is a sort of magician. I
also told you that he makes his money by gambling with such fellows as you seem to be. With
that understanding, I am satisfied to let Hop go
ahead and join in a game with you."
"The game I propose to play is not draw poker,
heathen," said Denever Harry, as he produced a
11ew deck of cards from a pocket of his velvet
coat. "It is a very si.mple game, since I am
willing to try my luck at cutting the cards."
"Allee light," Hop answered, the bland smile
never once leaving his yellow face. "Me undelstand; me velly smartee Chinee."
"Well, there is the deck; just look it over
and see if it is all right."
Hop took the cards and quickly ran them over.
He found them to be all right, so he gave them
a rip and then handed them over to the gambler.
"Now, then," said the Denver sport, as he
gave the cards an extra shuffle, "we'll start in
for a dollar, just to make it interesting."
"Allee light," was the quick reply, and Hop
put up the silver dollar.
This was promptly covered, and then the
gambler placed the pack upon the center of the
table, and said:
"Now then, we'll cut to see who takes the coin.
Ace high, you know."
"Lat light. You go ahead, so be."
Denver Harry quickly cut the cards near the
center of the pack and showed the king of clubs.
"Lat pletty goodee, so be," observed Hop, smilingly.
Then he cut and got the tray of spades.
"I win," laughed rthe sport, as he pulled in
the money..
"Lat light," and Hop was not long in putting·
up another dollar. Then he reached over and
took the pack of cards. He gave them a shuffle,
laid them down, and then made a cut. It was
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the ace of hearts. Denver Harry smiled and then
cut a king.
"You win," he said, "but I came pretty near to
you."
"Lat allee light," smiled Hop, and he tQOk ,
back the dollar. The gambled quickly put u]'.f ,.
again, and then shuffled the cards.
"That's mighty quick work, I reckon," observed
Cheyenne Charlie, who was satisfied that the
man was very clever with the cards, since he
was quite sure that he was shuffling them in
such a way that he knew just where the kings
and aces were, and that would make it easy for
him to make the highest cut.
"Yes, it is rather swift," was the reply. "But
there is nothing like going it good and strong,
you know. I like the excitement of it better
than I do the money I sometimes win."
Hop knew very well that the best he would be
able to do in that sort of a game was to hold his
own. The game went on for a few minutes,
each winning as he dealt, and then Hop managed to get the pack of cards from his pockets,
the backs of which were exactly like those he had
been using. This pack was anything but a -,.
straight one, since it was made up of aces entirely. Of course the Chinaman had to invest
quite a little money in playing cards in order to
,
possess such packs of cards.
"Me no winnee velly muchee money lis way,"
he observed, shaking his head, as it came hi.s
deal. "Me telle whattee me do now, Misler Denver Hally."
"Well, what will you do?" came the query.
"Me bettee you lat me allee samee shuffle um
cards, and !en let you cuttee !em, and len me
shuttee my eyes an' cutting um ace, so be. Me
bettee you fivee dolle."
"That's what I call a pretty good _proposition,"
declared the card sharp, nodding his head. "I'll
take the bet. Put up your money, heathen."
"Allee light," and Hop promply did so.
It was covered by the gambler, who seemed
to be more than placed at the proposition. Then
Hop cleverly changed the 1·egular deck for his"'
own and gave the latter a good shuffle. He
pushed the cards over to his opponent, who
promptly cut them near the center. Then Hop
shut his eyes tightly and reaching over made a
cut close to the top.
"It was the ace of clubs.
"You win," said Harry, his face showing just
the least sign of a look of surprise. "But I'll·
bet you ten dollars you can't do it again."
"Allee light," Hop answered. "Me makee ten
dolle lis timee."
Up went the money while Wild and Charli&
looked on with smiling faces. Hop shuffled the
cards, and then to show that he was not "putting
up," he gave them a rip. He slipped them toward the Denver sport, who promptly cut them,
this tjme close to the bottom. Then Hop again shut his eyes and made a cut, turning up the
ace of hearts.
"By jingo, you win again, heathen!" exclaimed
Harry, his face now assuming quite a serious
expression.
There was no doubt but that the Chinaman had
him sorely puzzled. But he was game, and
drawing a big leather wallet, he opened it and
produced a hundred-dollar bill.
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"Would you care to bet that much, heathen?"
he asked, as he smoothed out the bill and laid
i,t upon the table.
"Lat allee light," was the reply. "We takee
m bet, so be. Me tlue blue sport, allee samee
';lelican man."
H-0p again shuffled the cards, and the cut was
made. This time he shut his eyes before the
latter was done, which showed that he was trying to make his opponent understand that he was
not winning just because his eyes were quick
enough to locate the spot where the aces were.
When he cut again the ace of diamonds showed
up. The face of Denver Harry clouded, and for
the space. of several seconds he remained in
thought.
"I'll bet you another hundred," he exclaimed,
suddenly. "But let me shuffle the cards this
time."
"Allee light," answered Hop, as he pushed the
hundred-dollar bill he had won to the center -0f
the table.
The Denever sport quickly covered it and then
he shuffled the cards thoroughly. But it never
'occurred to him to look at any of them during
the process. When he had shuffled them to his
full .satisfaction he asked Hop to cut them. Hop
reached over to where the cards had been before
he closed his eyes, and failing to find them there,
he felt about the table.
"Here they are, heathen," said Harry, as he
took the Chinaman's hand and placed iit upon
the pack. Now then, let's see you cut an ace."
Hop acted as though he was hesitating a moment, and then he made the cut, turning over
the ace of diamonds again. He opened his eyes
as he did so, and his smiling face was turned
directly towards the gambler.
"The heathen wins again!" Harry exclaimed,
a,s he looked at the saloon-keeper in a puzzled
way. "I will admit that I can't under.stand it."
"Well" was the reply, "I reckon Hop Wah is
jest a l;etle too much for yer, Harry," said the
proprietor.
"It seems that way, so I guess I'll quit."
But Hop was well satisfied, for he had won a
few hundred dollars, and right before the eyes
of the ca1·d sharp he exchanged the crooked
pack for the regular one, which he threw lightly
upon the table.
Wild had been doing considerable thinking
while he was watching the game, and he now
thought he would spring a surprise on the gambler, for he could not help thinking that he might
be one of his mysterious enemies.
"I'd like to ask you and the boss of the place
a question," the boy said, suddenly. "Did either
of you ever hear anything of a silver seven?"
Both those questioned shook their heads and
answered in the negative, leaving Young Wild
West in a rather puzzled state of mind.
"Let's have a smoke, boss," he said, turning
to Larry Ball, the proprietor of the place.
"All right," was the quick reply, and Ball
hastened to get around behind the little b:u.
AP, Wild stepped up to it he gave a start, for,
lying upon the rough board before him was a
piece of silver, cleverly fashioned into the form
of the figure seven. The boy looked at the thing
curiously, but did not deign to say anything just
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then. It was but a few seconds before Cheyenne
Charlie saw what was called the Sign of the
Silver Seven.
"Great gimlets!" he exclaimed. "There she is
again, Wild !"
"Yes," replied the boy, in his cool and easy way.
"I wonder who put that figure there."
"What's that you're talkin' about?" queried
Larry Ball, as he quickly stepped over and looked upon the bar. "It's a seven, ain't it," he said,
and he t.ook it up and looked at it. "Is that
solid silver, Young Wild West?"
"That is more than I can tell you," replied
Wild, shaking his head. "I never saw it before.
It -was lying on the bar when I walked up here.
You sure you <lid not place it there while the
card game was going on?"
The boy was looking at him sharply. "Why
no. I never seen that thing afore, Young Wild
West."
The boys was looking at him sharply as he
made the declaration, and he could not help
feeling satisfied that the man was speaking the
·
truth.
"A figure seven, eh?" queried Denver Harry,
as he took it from the hand of Ball. "Is that
what you had reference to, Young Wild West?"
"Yes," was the reply. "I ·d on't mind telling
you all about it. You see, as we were riding
along a trail a couple of miles from here late
yesterday afternoon, we came upon a square
piece -0f board that had a figure seven molded
from silver nailed to it. On the other side
of the board there was fastened a piece of paper
that contained this inscrip,tion: 'This is the Sign
of the Silver Seven. Beware, YGung Wild West.
You are not wanted in these pai·ts.' It was a
little surprising to us, of course, and since that
time we have been wondering what the sign of
the Silver Seven means. Here it is again, though
there is no piece of paper containing a warning
with it.''
"Well, I'll tell you what I think about it,"
said the gambler, after a short silence, during
which he turned the pieces of silver over several
times in the palm of his hand. "I would take
it that you have enemies around here who do not
want you to interfere with them.''
"Well," said the young deadshot, in his cool
any easy way, as he placed . the silver seven in
his pocket, . "I reckon I'll keep this along with
the rest of my souvenirs. While there is somewhat of a mystery to it. I am not going to do
· much worrying about it."
Then he coolly selected a cigar from the box
that Ball put upon the bar, and when the rest
had done likewise he paid the hill. ligl1ted the
cigar, and then started for the door.
"Come on, Charlie," hi> called out. "I reckon
we'll take a walk around the camn and try and
find out who my mvsterious enemiPs are."
"Right yer are, Wild," was the renlv. and th<>n
the two strolled away from the shanty saloon.
Hop leaving also and going to the camp.

CHAPTER VI.-Some Quick Shooting,
Denver Harry puffed away at his cigar in
silence until our friends were {ll]ite ""me dis-
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tance away from the saloon. Then he looked
at the proprietor and said:
"Seems to rrie there's something curious about
that silver seven business, Harry. It's pretty
sure thing that Young Wild West has enemies,
and that they're right here in this camp. What
sort of a fellow is Young Wild West, anyhow?"
"Well, I don'it know so very much about him,"
was the reply, with a shrug of the shoulders,
"but from what I've heard ther boy is as white
as they make 'em. He's ther Champion Deadshot
of ther West, so a good many people says, an'
he's never been known ter do a thing that was
wrong in his whole life. He's got more grit than
ten ordinary men, an' he kin do things that very
few kin. But didn't Ba1·t Ricket tell yer about
him? I seen Bart go right over to his shanty,
an' you must have been there when he come in."
"Yes, I was there. I was asleep yet when
Bart came in. I noticed that he had been in
some sort of scrimmage, too, and when I asked
him what the trouble was he told me that a
boy named Young Wild West had hit him a
couple of times and knocked him down. Yes,
Bart told me a little about Young Wild West,
but I don't believe he knew a great deal about
the boys, since he declares he never saw him
before."
"Well, I seen what happened when Bart insulted one of ther gals that was ·with Young
Wild West. Of course, I wouldn't want Bart
to know I said it, but I think he got jest what
he ,was deservin' of. Why, Harry, Young Wild
West could handle him as easy as though he had
been a boy ten years old. As big an' strong as
Bart is, he didn't.stand a ghost of a show, an'
he didn't dare to pull a gun, either. Bart's n•,1t
some friends here, as you - know. They wou1<l
stick to him through thick an' thin, but it semned that none of them had sand enough to intnfere. Rily undertook to help him to his feet
after Young Wild West had knocked him down,
but ther tall man what's called Cheyenne Charlie wouldn't let him do it. I expected ter see
some shooitin' done right then, but Riley took it
ther other way. He didn't say a word."
"This is rather surprising to me," declared
"Bart
the Denver sport, shaking his head.
wouldn't tell me anything more than that the
boy had caught him unawares and knocked him
down. He didn't say what it was done for, or
what happened after that. Well, that boy certainly is a woIJ.der, if all you say is true."
"Every word I've said is true, Harry," and
the proprietor of the shanty saloon shook his
head earnestly. "I reckon if Bart gits his gang
together an' tries to git square with him for what
happened to him there'll be some mighty bad
work in Nugget Strike afore this is over. I
know putty well in my own mind that Young
Wild West an' them two pards of his could
clean out a dozen fellers like Bart, an' do it in
a hurry, too. I'm satisfied on that. Why, yer
never seen anything like it. Young Wild West
was jest as cool while ther whole thing was
goin' on as though it was nothin' more than a
little fun that was takin' place."
"So he's the Champion Deadshot of the West,
is he?" said Denver Harry, musingly. "Well, I
thought I was something of a champion dead-
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shot myself. There's Bart Ricket, too. He claims
to be pretty good in that line."
"Well, I know Bart's a mighty fine shot, but
i,t takes him a little time to draw a bead on
a target. They say Young Wild West kin shoot
so quick that his man drops almost before anyone sees his gun come from ther holster. It
ain't everyone as kin shoot that way, Harry."
. "No, n_ot everyone; but I can do something
m rthat lme. Why, but I've filed the site from
the end of the barrel of my gun, just so there
is no danger of it catching in the l10lster when
I want to pull it quickly. A man doesn't need
to take aim at close range, you know. All that
is required is to be able to point the gun the
same as you would your index finger when trying to show some particular object to a person.
Now, I'll show you. See that picture over there?"
As the gambler spoke he quickly pointed directly at the picture, which was tacked to the
wall at the other end of the room.
"Yes, I see," was the reply.
"Well, now, I'll show you what I mean. Just
watch me."
Denver Harry stepped about three feet from
the bar, his back toward the picture, which was
but a small one, the face of the woman upon it
being no larger than a silver quarter.
"Now, then," he went on, "I am going to turn
around quickly and pull my gun and hit that
woman's face on the picture. You just watch
and see how quick I do it, Larry."
"All right; go ahead," answered Larry, nodding his head in approval.
The next instant the gambler turned and faced
the other end of the room, his hand leaping to
the holster at his right side at the same time.
Out came the gun, and then-- Crack! The
bullet hit the chin of the woman in the picture.
"That's mighty good," declared Larry Ball.
"By jingo! I don't believe Young Wild West
could do any better than that himself.
"Well, probably the sound of the shot will
fetch him back here, and then he might take a
try," was the reply.
The gambler was right when he said this for
Wild and Charlie were not more than a hun'dred
yards away from the saloon when the shot was
fired. They knew right away where it came
from, so the young deadshot stopped quickly
and said:
"I wonder what's going on at the whisky-mill
Charlie? I reckon we had better go back and
see. Maybe the boss of the place has caught
someone sneaking around there and put a bullet
in him."
"Maybe so," the scout answered. "Come on;
Jet's hurry up."
The two walked swiftly back to the saloon
and when they got inside Denver Harry looked
at them and smiled.
"Oh," said he, "I suppose you heard the shot
I fired, and you came back to find out what it
meant."
"Yes, we heard a shot," Wild answered, fixing his eyes upon him and doing his best to det~ct something in his looks that would satisfy
him thol'oughly that he had made no mistake in
his idea of the man.
But Harry kept right on smiling, the expression of his face never once changing.

YOUNG

WILD

WEST'S

"Well, after you went out," said he, "Larry
got to telling me about your wonderful shooting,
and that you was the Champion Deadshot. I
told him that I was something in that line my'oelf, and to prove it to him I took a shot at the
woman's face on the picture ever there. You
see, I have filed the site off my gun, so I can
pull it from the holster without any danger
of having it caught."
He showed the gun, and Wild and Charlie
saw that the site had been removed, sure enough.
"Well, I've got a gun fixed that same way,"
Wild answered, "but I don't always use it. I
generally use that one with my left hand, you
know. I can manage to get the one I have with
the site on it out quick enough."
"Oh, yes. It is not very often that a gun gets
caught in a holster," admitted the gambler. "But
say, suppose I show you just how I did that.
Of course, I am not trying to do anything that
will cause any ill-feeling to spring up between us.
Neither am I expecting to make a get with you,
even though I am a sport, and always stand
1 ready to make any sort of wager."
"Go ahead; let's see what you can do," the
young deadshot answered.
The gambler took about the same position as
he had done when he gave the exhibition for
the benefit of the saloonkeeper, and then, wheeling around with wonderful quickness, h~s !!,"un
leaped from the holster and was fired. This time
the bullet came within a fraction of an inch from
the face on the wall. But it was quite near
enough to have killed a man, and no one present
thought it was anything but a remarkable shot.
But Wild was not much surprised. He had
done the same thing so many times in his life
that it had become easy for him. Denver Harry
went on to explain how he had told Ball that
it was just as easy to hit a;n ,o bject ':7ithout
talking aim as it was to point out one with the
index finger.
"Yes, I know," Wild answered, in his cool and
easy way. "It is not everyone who can do it,
though. But I've seen many a cowboy who
could clip the head off a rattlesnake so quickly
that it would seem surprising to those who did
not understand just how it was done."
"Well, suppose you try it."
"All right; I am always willing to shoot, especially when I find I have a rival in that line.
You are certainly a very clever shot, Denver
Harry. I see you just touc~ed the chin of the
face on the picture at your first shot, while
at your second you did not quite reach the face
at all. Now, then, I'll t1·y and hit the face right
in the center."
The words had scarcely left the boy's lips
when his revolver was drawn. Crack! It was
not necessary to go up any closer to the picture
to see that the bullet landed exactly in the center
of the face.
"Great Jupiter!" exclaimed Ball, his eyes opening wide. "Harry, if I was to be under oath,
I'd have ter say that Young Wild West done that
thing a little mite quickE!r than you did."
"I know be did," was the reply, with a shrug
of the shoulders. "But there is nothing strange
about that, is there? I do not claim to be the
Champion Deadshot of the West."
"Well, I don't either," was the quick reply

MYSTERIOUS

ENEMIES

11

from our hero. "I never gave myself that title,
an~how. It is my friends who did."
'Suppose you try it again," suggested the
Denver sport, after a pause. "Maybe you could
not come so close the second time."
"Well, I reckon before I fire another shot you
had better do it," was the reply. "Probably I
wouldn't do as well the second time I fired. But
I am satisfied I could hit the face five times out
of six, however."
"An' I'll bet a hundred dollars he kin," spoke
up Cheyenne Charlie.
The gambler turned to the scout and smiled.
"I am a sport, all right, Cheyenne Charlie,"
he said, "but I .never make a wager when I
feel sure I am going to lose. I guess I won't bet
with you."
It was at this juncture that the man the scout
had stopped from assisting Bart Ricket to his
feet came into the saloon. He was followed by
two others, and they had scarcely got inside when
Ricket •showed up. Wild and Charlie knew right
away that all three of the miners with Ricket
were those who had taken sides with him when
the trouble occurred upon their arrival. But
they were not the least bit disturbed, since they
knew they were quite capable of taking care
of the bad buncli, should they show any signs
of making trouble.
"What's all the shooting about?" asked the
man called Riley.
"Oh, we are just practicing at quick shooting, thats all," Denver Harry answered. "Boys,
I always thought I was a mighty quick shot, but
I have got to admit that Young Wild West can
beat me."
Then he took pains to explain just what had
occurred, at the same time showing the picture
that had been perforated by the bullets. While
this talk was going on Ricket stood near the
door, showing plainly that he was uneasy. But
presently he mustered up courage, and stepping
toward our hero, he put out his hand and said:
"Young Wild West, I want ter tell yer that
I'm mighty sorry for what happened between
us. i don't bear yer no grudge, an' if yer want
me ter, I'll apologize to ther gals."
"Oh, I reckon it is not necessary to do that."
was the cool retort. "Let it go as it is. If
you don't bear me any grudge that will settle
it. I'll guarantee you that I will never interfere with you, so long as you let us alone."
"Good! Shake on that, won't yer?"
"No, I don't care to shake hands with you,
Ricket. But that don't say I don't believe that
you mean what you say. Just drop it, that's
all.''
"All right," was the reply. "But you can't
say that I ain't showed myself ter be fair, anyhow."
"That's all right, Bart," ·s poke up Riley.
"Young Wild West knows what's he's talkin'
about, an' what he says he means. Now then,
we'll have a little sociable drink all around.''
But Wild was not exactly in the mood to join
the party in that way, so he shook his head
and said:
"I don't care for anything, my friend. Just
count me out.''
"Me too," spoke up Cheyenne Charlie, who
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was bound to stick to the ;young deadshot in
everything he said or did~
"Well, all right, then; let it go a:t that," declared Riley.
Wild was about to again leave the saloon
when Ricket called out:
'.'Talkin' about ·s hootin', Young Wild West, I
know a man what ain't here now as kin shoot a
whisky glass out of a man's hand so quick that
yer can't tell how it's done."
"ls that so?" asked the boy, as he turned
quickly.
"That's right. If he should happen ter come
in here right now an' see me holdin' this glass
up like this," and he lifted the glass that he
had poured some whisky in to a level with his
mouth as he spoke, he would jest as like as not
pull his gun an' shoot it right out of my hand,
jest for a joke."
The words had scarcely left the man's mouth
when Wild pulled his gun. Crack! The glass in
Ricket's hand was shattered into a hundred
pieces in a twinkling.
"I suppose he would have done it just about
that way," the boy said, in his cool and easy
way. "Well, good-morning, gentlemen. I reckon
that will be about all for the present."
Our hero and the scout quickly left the saloon,
leaving the astonished miners and the gambler
staring at each other in silence.

CHAPTER VII.-Wild's Mysterious Enemies at
Work.
In spite of the cool, indifferent way Denver
Harry had shown all along, he looked deeply relieved when Young Wild West and Cheyenne
Charlie took their departure from the saloon.
Larry Ball happened to be looking at him at
the time, and he could not help noticing this.
But he said nothing, for it was not his business
to interfere with any of his customers, or say
anything that might hurt his trade. The saloonkeeper knew quite well that Bart Ricket and
the men he called his chums were of the "no
good" sort. They were villains, and would rather
gamble and stea1 for a living than work. This
he was quite sure of, since certain things they
had done had come under his direct observation.
"Well, Harry," he said, smiling at the Denver
sport, "I sorter reckon that Young Wild West
is entitled to be called ther Champion Deadshot
of ther West, ain't he?"
"Oh, yes," was the quick reply. "I don't
mean by that that I consider myself anything
like a champion, though. But I have seen a
great deal of quick and fancy shooting done in
my life, and I don't mind saying right here that
I !lever did see anything that quite comes up
to the shot Young Wild West made, especially
at the picture. It was quite easy for him to
shoot the glass out of Bart's hand, of course.
He was nnt more than six or ' seven feet away
when he fired."
"It might have been easy for him to do it,"
spoke up the big ruffian, who had not yet quite
recovered himself from the surprise the shot had
riven him. but I don't want him to do it again,
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just the same. I wasn't thinkin' he would do
anything like that when I was tellin' him about
ther feller I know what could do it."
"Well, that's what made him do it, I suppose,"
and Denver Harry laughed. "You gave him the
suggestion, and he was quick to act upon it."
"Well, it's all right, so long as nobody was
hurt. Larry is out a glass, that's all."
"Well, I wouldn't ask no one -to .pay for that,"
the saloon-keepeT ,s poke up, laughingly. "Them
glasses cost me ten cents apiece by there wholesale, but that's all right. I'l jest git around
there an' clean up ther broken glass a little.
I don't know as it's cut any of your feet, since
you're all putty well shod. But I don't like
to see it layin' around."
He found a broom, and was not long in sweeping the broken glass out of the place. Denver
Harry puffed away at a cigar in silence for
about five minutes. Then he looked at Ricket
in a meaning sort of way and observed:
"I Teckon I'll go over to the shant:11, Bart. I
don't see as there is anything to keep me around
hern for a while. Noontime I may be able to
get in a game of dice, so I'll come back then."
"I reckon I'll go home, too," the big man answered.
"I'll go to work," chimed in Riley. "Come on
your fellows. Are yei: goin' with me?"
'
The last remark was addressed to the other
miners W?O had come i~ with him. They responded m the affirmative, and two minutes
later Larry Ball was left alone in his shanty
saloori. The Denever sport and Bart Ricket
went straight toward the shanty that· was owned
by the latter, while the others started off along
the sandy street toward the outskitts of the
camp. But they did not go more than a couple
of hundred of yards before they turned, and entering a sparse thicket made their way dil'ectly
back to the rear of the shanty that had been
entered by Denver Harry and Ricket. If anybody had been watching from Young Wild West's
camp
the saloon they could not have seen them do this, since the bushes, trees and rocks hid him
from sight. There was but one door to the
shanty, and that was in front, so as to avoid being observed by anyone, the three miners entered
it by means of a little window that was in the
rear.
This was opened for them by Xicket, who was
evidently waiting for them to appear. The door
of the shanty had been barred, which showed
plainly that what might. be called a secret conference was about to be held. Without going
any fuTther we may as well state Tight here that
the five men gathered in the rought little shanty
were Young Wild West's secret enemies. There
were two more belonging to the gang, making
seven in all. It was Denver Harry who had
formed what he called a seeret association for
the purpose of plundering the unsuspecting miners of Nugget Strike. It happened that he had
come direct from Denver when he arrived at
the mining camp, and in a ,spirit of mischief· at
leaving a well-known resort in that city, he had
removed the figures that numbered the place
on the street it was built upon and brought them
with him, just because the.v were made of solid
silver.
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The building had been numbered in three
different places on the front, and as the number was sev~nty-seven, he obtained six separate
sevens. While he had no idea of forming such
a villainous association, when he found that there
were six men in the mining camp he could depend upon , he thought of the silver sevens in
his possession. But none of the figures had been
brought into use until the day before, and then
the thing had occurred to Denver Harry all of
a sudden. It happened that he was out trying
to shoo~ some game and was accompanied by
Bart Ricket and the man called Riley when
Young Wild West and his friends were seen coming along the trail near the close of the. day.
All three of them, strange to say, recognized
the young deadshot at a glance. They had looked at each other in surprise, and then Riley exclaimed:
"There comes a young galoot what busted up
a band I belonged te1· about a year ago. I managed to git away without being shot, but I swore
at that time that if ther day ever came when
I-got ther chance, I was goin' ter kill him. That's
Young Wild West."
"I know him," Denve:r Harry answel'ed, as he
recovered from his astonishment. "He broke up
a gang of counterfeiters near Carson City that
I belonged to once. Like you, Riley, I made a
vow that the first time I got a chance I was
going to kill him. I know his two partners, too,
though I hardly believe that any of them ever
saw me without a mask on my face."
"It s eems mighty funny," Ricket then declared. "Young Wild West an' his pards done ther
very same thing to me down near Huma once.
I had to light out from that part of ther country, an' I ain't been there since. I reckon we've
all got it in for him."
"Well," and Denver Harry thought for a few
seconds, "I guess we had better make it our
business to either s care Young Wild West and
his partners away from this place, or get ready
to clean them out. But I think it will be better
to go at it in a way that will seem mysterious
to them . Ah, I have it! I'll try and puzzle
them a little."
There happened to be a square board which
had once had a piece of card-board tacked to it,
indicating how far it was to Nugget Strike from
that spot, lying at the foot of a tree. Denver
Harry was a quick-witte·d fellow, and it did not
take him long to write upon the piece of paper
the warning that our hero received a short time
later. This he tacked to one side of t he board,
and then fastened the silver seven to t he other,
placing it into the centel' of the trail, as has
been described. Then it was that Young Wild
'iVest found tlie silver seven alHl became aware
of the fact t hat he bad mv. teriom; enem ies near
at band. Having started in to puzzle the young
deadshot an d his friends, it w as quite easy for
Denver Harry to fix up a plan to further mystify
them after they went into camp. But the Denver sport was a very intelligent young man, and
he should have had better sense than to think
that he could care Young Wild West in that
way. As it was he had come very close to being discovered that night after dark, and after
Rile,- h<1<l given the warning cry from a different dire_ction, he was quick to join his com-
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panions and get back to the mining camp. Thus
1t will be seen how easy it was fo r the i·ather
mysterious things that had been narrated to
happen.
The other two men belonging to the villainous association were at work on thei r claims
but that made little difference . There were fiv~
of them ~t Ric~et's shanty saloon now, and they
coud easily decide upon a plan of action.
"'iVho was it that put that seven on the bar
while I was playing cards with the Chinaman?"
Denver Harry asked, after they had talked over
what had happened for a few minutes .
"I _done that," answered Riley, smiling. "I reckon 1t sorter startled Young Wild West an' his
pards, didn't it?"
"Well, not a great deal. That boy is not in
~he habit of getting startled in any kind of fash10n, I guess. He seemed to take it very coolly.
But that's his way, as you know, Riley."
"Yes, I know. That coolness of his is what
makes him win out every time. He never gets
rattled, no matter what happens."
"You kin bet your life he don't," declared Bart
Ricket. "I made a fool of myself when I started
to pick a row with him this mornin' . But I
felt jest in ther humor, an' I couldn't help it.
Besides, that gal of his is sartinly ther puttiest
piece of calico that I ever set eyes on. If I
hadn't been drinkin' a little bit too heavy last
night, an' topped it of!' with about a half pint
of tanglefoot this mornin', I don't s'pose I would
have done ,a thing. But I done it, an' I got a
good lickin' for it."
'.'An' I was asleep while \t was all going on,"
said the Denver sport, shaking his head. "Well,
I suppose I am just as well off for it. I
shouldn't have said a word or taken a side in
the game if I had been there. That is not the
way for a fellow's mysterious enemies to work
you know. But, boys, since we have not fright~
ened the boy by the Sign of the Silver Seven, I
propose that we keep right on w orking in secret.
You have elected me your leader, so I shall expect you io do just as I s ay in the matter.
What you all must do now is to make it appear
that you are friendly to the boy and his partne1·s.
Don't show the least bit of animosity toward
either of them, no matter what they do to you.
I am quite ·certain that Young Wild West thinks
you fellows are rascals and that you IJ.l'e simply
waiting fo r the chance to get scrnare with him
for w hat Jie did t his morning. But you may be
able t o allay his s11spicions if you act in a
friendly wav toward him a nd carry yourselves
straight. We have got t o put up s ome kinrl of a
job to catch Young W ;Jcl "\Vest an d pnt h 'm out
of the way w ithout a nyone knowing how it happened. It wouldn't do fo r us to pick a r ow and
try to clean him out that way; nor will it do to
shoot him or him or his partners from arnbl1sh.
The boys has got to be put out of the way,
and the only way to do it properly is to catch him
first, and then silence him forever in some spot
where no one can possible see what is taking
place."
"That's right, Harry," Riley spoke up, nodding
his approval. "I Teckon you knew jest how to
work out this g:i.me. You go ahead an' thin 1:
over jes.t how it's to be done, an' you kn bet a11
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that you're worth that I'll do my part to carry
out ther scheme."
"Maybe we kin set a trap for him," suggested
one of the other villains, looking very thoughtful.
"That's right," spoke up Ricket, his eyes lighting up. "I've got a bear trap. Maybe we kin
catch ther young galoot in that."
"Well, I didn't exactly mean a regular trap,"
the other observed, with a grin. "But seeing
that you spoke of a bear trap, I don't know but
that would be a putty good idea."
"It would," declared Harry, nodding his appToval. . "Let's see the trap, Bart."
"Well, it ain't much of a tTap, after all, but
I reckon it would hold ther boy all right, until
we could git to him," replied the villainous miner,
as he went to a box in the corner of the room
and fished out ar usty-looking bear trap.
"Why, the teeth is all wore off of that thing,
Bart!" exclaimed Riley, shaking his head in disgust.
"I know it," was the reply, "but ther spring
is jest as good as it ever was, an' when that
thing shuts to on Young Wild West's ankle you
kin bet all you're worth that he'll stay there a
·minute or two."
"Set it, Bart, and let's see how it work,s" suggested the Denever sport, coolly, as he puffed
awy at his cigar.
Ricket was not long in opening the trap, which
was an old-fashioned implement, such as were
used by hunters and trappers in olden times.
He set it in a careful manner, and then placed
it gently upon the floor. Then he found a stout
stick and touched the part that the bait should
be attached to with it. There was a ringing
snap, and the jaws of the trap closed upon the
stick, holding it as firmly as though it were a
vise.
"Good!" ·exclaimed Harry, as he seized the
stick and endeavored to pull it free from the
trap.
So tightly did the jaws hold the stick that
it was with no little difficulty that he managed
to remove it.
•
"That will do," he added. "Now then, I guess
I'll ft.x up something to go along with the trap."
The trap when closed resembled a flat box,
and after mEiasuring this the villanous leader
of the secret association cut a square piece from
a barrel-head and proceeded to tack one of the
silver figures he had fast to it. This done, he
attached the piece of board to the top of the
trap securely by means of some wrought-iron
nails Ricket furnished him with. Then he placed
his foot upon one side of the trap and opened it,
and when it had been laid over ready to be
snapped back into place, the silver seven did
not show.
"There!" he said, triumphantly, as he surveyed
his work, "that must be set in some place where
Young Wild West will step into it. When he
finds he is caught he can look down and see the
sign of the Silver Seven. Ha, ha, ha!"
Thf rest joined in the laugh, for it really
seemed humorous to them.
"The next thing to do now," went on Denver
Harry, as he ,s cratched his head thoughtfully, "is
to set this in a place so that Young Wild West
will be sure to step into it. But leave that to me,
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boys. I will attend. to that, possibly before the
day is over. Now, then, I reckon we won't
bother our heads any further about this business for the present. Those of you who are
going to work can go now. I'll take it easy
here reading a book until noon comes, and thenI'll take a walk over to Larry Ball's."
The villains did not need to be told a second
time, and soon Denver Harry and Ricket were
left alone in the shanty.
"Do yer think yer kin figure this out so it
will come out all right, Harry?" Ricket asked.
"I certainly do," was the reply. "Just leave it
to me, Bart."
"Good! I'm jest itchin' ter git square with
Young Wild West, an' it can't happen too soon."

CHAPTER VIII.-The Sign of the Silver Seven
Again.
About half an hour before noon Wild told
Wing, the cook, to go ahead and get the dinner
ready.
"I want to go over to Larry Ball's saloon when
the miners come in from their work," he explained to Charlie and Jim. "I want to have a
good look at all the miners belongi:ag here. There
is no telling just what kind of a game we are
up against."
"That's right, Wild," the scout answered quickly. "There's somethin' mighty mysterious about
this business, an' no mistake. While I am of
ther opinion that Denver Harry, as he calls
himself, is at ther bottom of ther whole thing,
it sartinly wasn't him who put that silver seven
on ther bar while that little card game was goin' on in ther whisky-mill."
"No, of course not, Charlie. That was done
by someone from the outside. There is nothing very puzzling about that, since it could have
been done quite easily. We were too much interested in what was going on at the table to
pay any attention to anything else just then."
Wild and Charlie had told Jim and the girls
all about what happened at the saloon, and they
were all very anxious to have the matter sifted
through to the bottom. Wing lost no time in going ahead with the preparations for dinner. A
few minutes before twelve it was ready, and
then Wild and his partners were not long in
eating what they wanted.
"I reckon you had better go along with us this
time, Jim," the young deadshot said. "The girls
will be all right here, for we will be keeping
a watch on the fellows we know to be rascals,
and they won't have a chance to come here and
make any trouble, even if they had ,s uch a notion."
"All right," Dart replied. "I feel like tak' ing · a walk around, anyhow. I have been busy
all the morning ft.xing up saddles and bridles and
cleaning rifles and revolvers."
"But you had plenty of help, Jim," spoke up
Eloise, his sweetheart.
"Oh, yes, you all gave me what assistance
you could," was the reply. "But even then I
was kept pretty busy, as you know."
The miners were coming down from their
claims now, so our hero and his two partners
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started leisurely for the saloon. By the time
they got there several had gathered, and among
them could be seen Denver Harry, Ricket, Riley,
and the others our hero had put down as being
villains. It was not long before there were
so many inside the saloon that one could hardly
have reached the door. Larry Ball certainly had
a good trade, even if the population of Nugget
Strike did not number so very much.
But Young Wild West and his partners had
not come there for the pm·pose of buying anything at the bar. They took their ·places where
they could take note of what was going on both
inside and out of the shanty saloon. The fact
that Bart Rlcket and his crowd remained inside was enough to satisfy them that the girls
would not be troubled at the camp. There really
seemed to be no others there who had the appearance of being anything but ordinary honest
miners. Smiling Billy, the miner who had proposed the cheering for our hero that morning,
kas not long in joining the three.
"Well, I see you have made up your mind to
stay here a while, Young Wild West," he said,
as he gave our hero a hearty slap on the shoulder. "Maybe you'll take a notion to stake out
a claim an' hunt for gold-dust. There's plenty
of it ter be found here, if you kin only strike ther
right place."
"Well, I guess we won't bother about doing
any prospecting around here, Billy," the boy answered. "We have got a mystery to solve, and
that is what is keeping us here."
"A mystery, eh ? Well, I heard Ball sayin'
somethin' about a silver seven that was put on
his bar in a very funny kind of way this mornin'. How about that, anyhow?"
"Well, I suppose he told you about all there is
to it. I don't know how it came to be upon the
bar but I have reason to believe that someone
put' it there from the outside. The window was
open, you know, and he could easily have pushed
it in by means of a board or' stick."
"An' you don't know what it means, eh?"
"Well, I know pretty well what it means . I
suppose I may ·as well tell you all I know about
the Sign of the Silver Seven."
Then the boy quickly related how the warning
note had been found the day before on the trail
outside of the mining camp. Smiling Billy listened in amazment.
"Well, that's somethin' new to us, Young Wild
West," he declared, shaking his head. "But it
sorter seems ter me as though there's somebody
around here as knows yer putty well, or they
wouldn't warn yer to keep away from here."
"That's just about the size of it," and the
young deadshot nodded his head and smiled.
"But it's all right. I am going to find out who
these vilains are, and when I do you can bet
that they'll be glad to tell me what they gave
me that warning for."
Smiling Billy looked around at different ones
in the crowd in a thoughtful way.
"I don't know who is could be that would do
anything like this, unless--"
"Unless what?" Wild asked, quickly.
"Well, you know that you had a row with
Bart Ricket. You heard me say that he was
no good, too. But I know putty well that Bart
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can't write, so he couldn't have fixed up that
note an' tacked it to ther board you picked up."
"Oh, I don't think he did it, but I do think
that he knew all about it."
"Maybe he did. I wouldn't be a bit surprised
if that was so. Seems ter me that since they
use ther figure seven there might be seven of
'em in ther gang."
"Yes, it looks that way," Wild admitted, though
he had not given it muc)l thought before in that
light.
"Have you got one of them sevens with yer?"
Wild quickly produced the figure that had been
left upon the bar in such a mysterious manner,
and handed it to him.
"Well," and the miner shook his head, "that
seven sartinly wasn't made in a place like Nug,
get Strike. That's finished up in first-class
shape. I don't believe there's a man here, includin' Denver Harry, who's a mighty smart
galoot, who could cut a figure as nice as that."
"I'm of ther same opinion, Billy," Wild declared, as he took the silver seven and started
to put it back into his pocket. But just then
Denver Harry stepped forward and said:
"Let me look at that, Young Wild West,
will you? I've been telling some of the boys
about it, and they are a whole lot interested."
"Certainly you can look at it," and Wild quickly hand~d it over to him.''
Then the gambler proceeded to show it to
everyone there, at the same time relating how
it had appeared upon the bar of the saloon in
such a mysterious manner while he was engaged
in a little gambling game with Hop Wah, the
clever Chinaman. The miners were all greatly
interested, and it was evident that the big majority of them had never heard of such a thing
as the silver seven before. Wild and his partners
could guess this easily, for they were watching
their faces a s they talked. But they were forced
to admit that Bart Ricket and his friends acted
the same way, so that made it just as much of
a puzzle as ever.
"Come over here, Smiling Billy," said Wild,
after a pau se. "I would like to talk to you in
private for a minute or t wo."
"All right, Young Wild West," was the reply.
"I'm sartinly willin' to talk to yer jest a s long
as yer want ter.''
"Well, I won't keep you very long. I know
you haven't had your dinner yet. But what I
want to a sk you is , if all the men living here
.
are around."
"I kin tell you that in less than five minutes.
You jest wait a minute."
The good-natured miner then quickly began
looking the men over, counting them up011 his
fingers as he did so. Pretty soon he came back
to where Wild was standing, and said:
"Every man what belongs in tbi here camp
is here except one. His name is Ned Butts."
"He's a miner, I suppose?"
"Oh, yes. He's ben ,vorkin' ther biggest part
of ther mornin'. His claim ain't very far from
mine."
"Well, what sort of a fellow is Ned Butts?"
"Well," and Smiling Billy shrugged his shoulders, "I reckon he's about ther same stamp a8
Bart R;cket is. Fe's nra -,f Bart's chums, too ."
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"Ah, I see. Then you a1·e sure that he's the
only one missing from the crowd here?"
"I'm sartin of it, Young Wild West."
"All right. I don't know as that throws any
light on the subject, but I am glad to know it.
Maybe Ned Butts will show up pretty soon."
"Most likely," and the miner ,s hot a glance
around toward the outskirts of the camp.
Then it was that his face lighted up suddenly,
and he added :
"Why, he1·e he comes now."
Sure enough, a man was seen approaching,
as though he was just coming from his work.
But Wild could not help noticing that he was
coming almost directly from the spot where he
had camped that morning with his friends, The
man came right up to the saloon, and without
paying any attention to them, entered it and
called for a drink. Wild followed him inside
and kepi; on eye on him, meanwhile. It was
not long before he saw him join Ricket and
four others, who had taken seats at a table.
But he did not seem to be saying anything to
them in a secret way,· so again the boy was
puzzled. Denver Harry had taken his seat at
another table, and was busy running over a
pack of cards. There was no doubt that he
was waiting for someone to join him in a poker
game. Finally he called out:
"How about it, boys? Have you got time to
pay a few hands?"
Some of the men laughed and shook their
heads, while others took no notice of what he
said.
"I reckon they're all afraid of you, Harry,"
Larry Ball called out. "You're too lucky for ther
most of ther boys, it seems."
"Well, I know I am pretty lucky, but I always
play a square game," was the reply. "There's
only one man I've ever met who got the best
of me with a pack of cards, and that is the
Chinaman Young Wild West has working for
If I can't get
him. I wonder where he· is?
anyone else to play with me I'll take him on."
As if his wo1·ds were responsible for it, Hop
Wah suddenly appeared in the doorway of the
saloon. There was more fun to be had there
than anywhere else, and, besides, there was a
chance for him to make money. The clever
Chi.nee had waited a reasonable length of time
after Wild and his partners had left the camp,
and then he had started for the saloon himself.
The moment he appeared on the scene the eyes
of the gambler lighted up.
"Ahl" he exclaimed. "It seems as though
Hop must have heard what I said. Come over
here, Hop. The men here are afraid to play
poker with me. Suppose you and I play a twohanded game? We can play a few hands, anyhow, and probably then somebody will get interested enough to drop in."
"Allee light," Hop answered blandly. "Me
llkee play dlaw pokee. Me be lere pletty quickee."
But instead of going right over to the table1
Hop pushed his way to the bar and purchase<1
a drink of tanglefoot.
"Now len me leddy," he declared, as he step..
ped back without paying for it, and quickly
made his way to the table.
"Hold on, heathen!" called out the proprietor.
•:i: reckon yer fore:ot somethin'."
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"Neve1· mind about that," spoke up Smiling
Billy. "He forgot to pay for his drink, but I'll
pay for him. That heathen's all right."
"Tlank you!" said Hop, bowing to the goodnatured miner. "You velly nicee Melican man,.
sob~."
Smiling Bill was as good as his word, and
when he had paid for the drink Hop took his
seat at the table before the Denver sport.
"Just look these cards over and see if they are
all right, Hop," Harry said, as he pushed the
pack toward the Chinaman.
"Allee light," and Hop proceedd to do so, finding them to be to all appearances correct in
every way. We'll pay a game of jack-pot," went
on the gambler. "We'll make it a dollar ante,
and both will chip in at the start. Cut for
deal."
"Allee light," and Hop cut the cards, showing
up a king.
Denver Harry smiled, and then cut an ace.
"I deal," he said.
"Lat allee light," and Hop quickly shoved a
silver dollar to the center of the table.
There were no chips to be had at Larry Ball's "'
place, so money and gold dust was used in the
gambling that went on. Harry quickly slid a
dollar beside the other, and then proceeded to
shuffle the cards. It was only natural that
many of the miners should hesitate about going to their noonday meal and stay and watch
the game. Those who did this were fond of
playing poker themselves, but they had been
bitten frequently by the card sharp, and hence
they were. not eager to stay in a game with him.
It took several deal s before either of the players
had a pair that would open, and then when
both came in the spectators watched to see what
the result of the draw would be. Hop had been
busy gathering in the aces that belonged to the
pack every time it came his deal, and when Denver Harry opened it with three kings, he held
the four aces. The gambler had been watching
his closely all the time, but it was evident that _
he had failed to see anything wrong done. Hop
kept his hand hid from the view of the spectators, so no one knew what he had. He drew
one card, which meant that he might have a
four flush, or was drawing to fill a full hand.
Harry drew two cards, and succeeded in getting
the other king.
"It's your bet, Hop," he said, smiling at the
Chinaman.
"All light," was the bland retort. "Me allee
samee bettee fivee dollee."
"Good! I'll see that five and make it ten
better."
"Lat allee light. Me makee twenty better, so
be. Me allee samee tlue blue sport."
The spectators were now very much interested, and they crowded closer to the table. Wild
and his partners kept near the door, so they "'
might watch the miners and see where they
went as they left. But they were keeping an
eye on the table, just the same. Denver Harry
looked hard at the Chinaman when he raised it
twenty, but after waiting a second or two, he
promptly raised it fifty. Then Hop smiled in
his child-like way, and make it a hundred better. The fact was that the gambler was a little
bit puzzled. He had made a :play for the kinp.
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}mt after getting them he had failed to find
any aces. Knowing that he had a very clever
fellow to deal with, it now occurred to him that
he was going to be the loser. But he thought
even if he lost it might have the effect of leadiug the miners on to play with him, so he called
Hop.
"What have you got?" he asked.
"Four lillee aces," was the reply, and they were
promptly laid upon the board, where all hands
could see them.
"That beats me," and the gambler laughed,
just as though it really amounted to nothing.
"I had four kings, and I thought I stood pretty
good. But I know you are very clever, Hop.
Take the money; it's yours."
It was just then that Wild heard the voice of
Arietta calling him from the outside. He quickly
ran out, and as his sweetheart met him she exclaimed:
"Will, ·we just found another silver seven lying right before the tents. I thought I'd better
come over and tell you about it."
"All right," answel'ed the boy, coolly . . "I reckon I know pretty• well who put it the1·e. Run
on back, Et. We will be over there pretty soon."

CHAPTER IX.-The Trap Is Set.
Of course, Wild guessed it was the man called
Ned Butts who had managed in some way to
put the silver seven at the camp where the girls
were. He was right, too. It happened that Butts
had not been pTesent at the conference held in
Ricket's shanty, but when he had learned about
it he was anxious to do something to distinguish
himself, so to speak.
"All right, Ned," Denver Harry had told him.
"You can take one of the sevens and try and
put it somewhel'e around Young Wild West's
camp, so they will find it. But be careful they
don't see when you do it. There is nothing like
keeping them guessing for a while."
The result was that when Butts saw Young
Wild West and his partners standing in front of
the shanty saloon he had hurried to Ricket's
shanty and got possession of one of the silver
figures. Then he made his way around under
cover of the bushes and managed to sneak up
quite close to the camp of our friends. He
·waited his chance, and finally succeeded in dropping the silver seven in a spot close to the tents,
so it would surely be found. He had then made
his way to the saloon, thinking he had done a
very clever thing.
The villains did not remain very long at the
saloon, but went out and hastened to their shanties to get their p.oonday meal. It did not take
them very long to do this, since most of them
did not bother to cook anything, and when it
came time to go back to work they all made a
pretext of doing so, but brought up at the rear
of Bart Ricket's shanty. This had been understood beforehand, so as soon as they got there
a window was opened, and then they passed
into the shanty, one at a time. They found
Ricket and Denver Harry waiting for them.
The face of the latter wore a satisfied smHe as
lle nodded to them.
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"Now, then," said he, "all seven of us are here.
I guess we'll get at work and set our trap. I
have thought out the whole thing, boys, and I
am confident that it will work."
"What are yer goin' to do '? " asked Riley, who
was the last to enter the shanty by the window.
"Well, I'll tell you. I want you to help me
rig up the dummy of a man. We will take it
back under the cliffs at a short distance from the
camp, of Young Wild West and let it hang down,
just as though a man had ben lowered over the
top of the cliff for some purpose. I am sure
I can fashion out some something that will look
like a head from this block of wood I have
hert1, and it will be easy to tack some hair
upon it. As far as the face is concerned, that
can be covered with a bandage, to make it appear that the man is blindfolded and gagged.
Now, then, just get in and help me."
"Yes, but how is that goin' ter git Young Wild
,¥est in a trap?" queried Butts, who did not
seem to clearly catch what the Denver card
sharp was driving at.
"Well, don't you suppose that if Young Wild
West happens to see what he thinks is a man
hanging down the face of the clip he will be
apt to come over there and investigate?"
"Oh, yes, I see now. Bully! That's jest ther
thing."
Harry now set himself at work, the rest showing their eagerness to help him. They soon
had the dummy finished to their satisfaction.
"Now, then, we'll wait a few minutes and then
three of us will strike out with our dead rttar
and put him in position," said Harry, with a
chuckle.
But they did not wait very long. He selected
Ricket and Riley to accompany him, and geeting out of the window they made their way
around through the bushes, taking a rather long
course, so they would be certain not to be seen,
and in about fifteen minutes reached the spot the
gambler was anxious to get it. The cliff was not
a very high one, but it would well answer the
purpose of the villainous schemer. They had
brought a rope with them, and after he had
taken a couple of turns about the body, Harry
crept forward, dragging the dummy with him
until he reached the ec11se of the cliff. He knew
very well that if Y r ung Wild West or any of
his friends happened to be looking that way
they might seen him, so he went very carefully
about it. Our friends could be seen at their
camp, which was not more than a hundred yards
from the spot, and quite some distance below
the level of the top of the cliff. Harry carefully
lowered the dummy until it :\lung with the back
against the face O'E' the steep bank at a distance
of probably eight or ten feet from the level
ground below. There were plenty of rocks at
the foot of the cliff, and the villain took care
to select the spot where there was a hollow
between them.
"There you are, boys," he said, as he crept
back to his two waiting companions. "The
dummy is put in shape. Now, then, Bart, you
can sneak around down there and set that bear
trap of yours right between the two rocks, so
Young Wild West will be pretty sure to step
on it if he happens to come toward the dummy.
He'll have to come that way, because I have
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taken care to put the dummy right in the hollow.
Now then, go ahead. Riley and I will wait h~re
until you get through. Then we'll do something
to attract the attention of Young Wild West
and his friends, and then hurry back to the
shanty."
"All right," and Ricket pic)rnd 1:1P the bear
trap which he had brought with him from the
shan'ty, and started to work his w_ay around to
the foot of the cliff. It took him fully five
minutes to do this, since he took the greatest
of care to keep out of sight of Young Wild West's
camp.
But afte;: awhile he got to what he thought
was the proper spot to place the trap. Then
he carefully fastened the chain that was attached to it about a good-sized oblong stone
that lay in the hollow, and ~hen r?lled a big
stone upon it, so it would be 11np?ssi1:>le for the
boy to extricate himself very easily_ m case he
happened to fall into the trap. Th1s done, the
villain bent the top of the trap over and secured it. As it lay there upon the top of a
bed of rocks it did not make much of a show,
but should any one happen 2long that way and
step upon the sprini:,; he would surely be caught,
for the trap, though the teeth were worn away,
was still verv powerful. Though he was very
uneasy while ·he was doing all this,· Bart Ricket
took pains to do it properly, an.d when he had
finished he breathed a sigh of relief and started
to creep away. No one interfered with him, and
in a few minutes he had joined Harry and
Riley at the top of the cliff. But both o~ them
had been watching him from above, so 1t was
hardly ne~essary for them to ask how he h?-d
made out. The gambler was more than satisfied with what Ricket had done, and he gave
him a nod that showed his satisfaction as he
joined them.
"Now then, what are yer goin' ter do next?"
Ricket asked.
"Well, I don't know anything better than to
fire two or three shots, and then leave the spot
in a hurry " was the reply. "It might be well
to yell for help, too, I suppose."
"Maybe it would be all right if we was to git
away a little distance fore we tried to attract
ther attention of Your"· Wild West," suggested
Riley, who evidently did not like the idea of
being so close to the camp of the young deadshot.
"Oh, I guess they won't be able to catch us,"
was the reply. "Why, I don't see how they <:ould
possibly see us, let alone catch. Just leave 1t to
me."
But Riley began edging away from the sp_ot.
"I don't want ter take too many chances with
that boy," he declared. "Maype you think l'.m
a coward but it ain't that. S pose Young W1ld
West sho~ld happen to see us? He's a mighty
good shot with a rifle, you know."
"How can he see us?" asked Harry, half
angrily. "He's down four or five feet below
us and the minute we get back from the edge
of' the cliff we will be out of his sight, won't
we?"
"But s'pose he seen Bart when he was sneakin' back, an' is waitin' to git sight of him
again?"
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"There's no need of supposing anything about
it."
"But say!" spoke up Ricket suddenly, "what's
ther use of us runnin' back to ther shanty if we
ketch Young Wild West in ther trap. His pards
will only come along an' git him out of it." .
"By jingo!" exclaimed Denver Harry, shakmg
his head. "I never thought of that. Well, the
only thing for us to do is ·to all go down there
and be ready for the boy when he comes. "But,"
and he shook his head, "I think it would be
better to try and put up some kind of a .iob
to get his partners away from the camp before
we do anything further. But I'll tell you what
we'll do. We'll go on over to the saloon and
wait until we see what we think is a good
chance."
As clever as he was, the Denver sport was
willing to admit that he had not worked the
scheme out exactly right, after all. But he had
gone so far into it that he did not mean to_ g_ive
it up, and leading the way back to the mmmg
camp, he said:
"Come on. I'll fix it up before lo~g, you
can bet on that."
.
It seemed that things were bound to go his
way, even if he had made a mistake in figuring
out his scheme, for as they neared the saloon they
saw Cheyenne Chai·lie, Jim Dart and Hop \Vah
going into the little store that was not far distant from Larry Ball's place. It happened that
·o ur friends needed some flour, meal and a few
other things. and Charlie and Jim had offered
to go ·with the cook to the store, and help him
cany them back to the camp. Wild remained
there with the girls, since he had nothing else
to do just then. The moment the three villains
saw that the C'Oast was clear they came to a halt.
"By Jingo!" exclaimed Denver Harry. "Come
on back, boys. We'll go ahead and get Young
Wild West into that trap in a hurry. As soon
as we get him one of you can go up and stab
him with a knife. Then we will hurry away
and no one will be the wiser. His partners
will think that the boy's mysterious enemies
have been at work, and have succeeded in killing him, that's all. Come on. \Ve have gone
this far into it, so we may as well wind up the
business."
The three now hurried back to a spot close
to where the dummy was hanging aginst the face
of the cliff. When they were what they thought
was close enough, Denver Harry pulled a revolver and fired twice. Then he quickly called
out:
"Help, help!"
Knife in hand, Bart Ricket crouched behind
a rock less than ten feet from the spot where
the trap lay.
"Here he comes!" exclaimed Riley, in a hoarse
whisper. "He sees ther dummy, all right. Make
sure work of it, Bart."

CHAPTER X.-Conclusion.
When the cry for help that followed the shots
sounded, Young Wild West was up his feet.
The boy had been sitting upon a roe~ thinking hard of a way to find out who his mys-
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terious enemies were, and he would have admitted just then that he was sorely puzzled, even
though he had his suspicions. It was only natural that his eyes should turn in the direction
the sounds came from, and when he caught
sight of the body of a man hanging suspended
from the top of the cliff, he called out, sharply:
"Come, Et. I reckon there's something going
on over there I"
Then he bounded away like a shot, revolver
in hand. Arietta picked up her rifle and started
after him, and Hop Wah followed instantly.
Thinking that perhaps they might be of some
help, Anna and Eloise were not long in leaving
the camp, too. Meanwhile Cheyenne Charlie
and Jim Dart were standing in front of the little
store _when the shots and scream sounded, and
they quickly ran out into the center of the street
and looked back toward the camp. They were
just in time to see Wild running swiftly toward
the cliff.
"Come on, Jim, I reckon there's something going on!" exclaimed the scout.
"That's right," Dart answered, and then the
two ran swiftly for the scene.
They did not have to go more than a couple
of h11ndred feet before they came in sight of
the suspended dummy.
"Great gimlets!" exclaimed the scout. "Look
at that, Jim!"
"I see," replied the boy. "I wonder what this
all ·m eans, anyhow?"
So fast did they run that they quickly overlook Anna _.,a nd Eloise, and then they dashed
on past them. Wild was leading by a good hundred feet, and Arietta was the nearest one to
him. Never dreaming that any such thing as
a bear trap lay in his way, the young deadshot
ran on. A few seconds later something happened
that he had not figured on. He had nearly
reached the spot now, and headed straight for
the little hollow where the trap contained the
e111blem of the Silver Seven lay. As Wild started between the two rocks for the suspended man
there was a sharp click and he w.a-s gripped
about the calf of his leg. Down he went, an
exultant shout sounding in his ears. A sharp
cry came from his lips as he was thrown to the
ground, his revolver flying from his hand.
Then it was that Bart Ricket became terrorstricken, for he saw the boy's friends coming,
and he knew he stood no chance of killing
the boy. He turned and fled up the hill, still
gripping the knife he had intended to plunge
through Young Wild West's heart. But Der.ver
Harry boldly stood his ground, he forcing Riley
to remain there, too.
"I'm going to take a shot a_t the boy," he
hissed. "I am not going to let this be · a failure.
When I fire upon him you open fire upon the
rest. Do you hear what I say, Riley?"
"I hear yer," came the reply, though the voice
trembled slightly.
Denver Harry crept around so he could get
a good chance at the struggling boy, but he did
not stop to think that he would show himself
by so doing. As ,he raised his revolver to send
a bullet into the struggling boy's body, Arietta
caught sight of him. It happened that the brave
girl had already placed the butt of- her Winchester to her shoulder, and taking a quick aim,
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she pulled the trigger. Crang ! As the report
rang out, Denver Harry stagge1·ed back, a bullet
in his shoulder. Then Riley uttered a cry of
terror and started to flee from the spot. Crang !
It was Cheyenne Charlie's rifle that spoke that
time, for the scout had seen what had happened
to Young Wild West, and he well knew that the
villains were responsible for it. Riley did not
fare as well as the gambler, for the bullet went
through his heart, and he fell to the ground
dead.
"Take it easy, boys," called out Wild, who
had now recovered himself. "I am pretty hard
pinched 'about the ankle, but I reckon no bones
are broken. It is a bear trap that has caught
me, and the Sign of the Silver Seven is on it,
as you can see."
Jim Dart ran quickly forward and opened the
trap.
"That feels better," said the young deadshot.
"Now then, I reckon I know who my mysterious
enemies are:''
He had seen Denver Harry drop as Arietta
fired, and the next instant he was standing
over the wounded man.
"I reckon you have plaved vonr · o-~=n i>nrl lost,
Denver Harry," he said, in his cool and easy
way. "That was quite a scheme of yours to
set that bear trap for me. But it didn't work
so very well, after all. I am glad to find that
you are alive, for I want to have the pleasure
of seeing you hung."
"It's all up with me, Young Wild West," answered the man, with · a moan. "I guess I'm
done for, anyhow. But I don't mind telling you
that it was I who formed the idea of trying
to scare you with the Sign of the Silver Seven.
You see, I have had a grudge against you fo:i:a long time, though you don't know who I am.
You never shall know, for that matter, but
suffice to say that I happened to meet v,ith a
few others who also had grudges against you
for having broken up gangs they ·belonged to,
and we conceived the idea to drive you away
from this place, knowing well that if you ever
got after us you would make short work of us,
as you always do when you g'et after outlaws."
"I am very glad to hear you say this," the boy
answered. "But I reckon you are not done for.
You'll live a while yet. I hope you will Jive
long enough to get a rope around your neck
and take a dance on nothing. Just take charge
of him, Jim. Charlie, you come with me. There
are more of them, and we might as well get them
right away."
As the boy started forward he came upon the
body of Riley, which was lying on the ground,
face up.
"Just as I thought," he said, giving a nod of
satisfaction. "Now, then, for Ricket and the
other four of them. There are seven of them,
I know."
He quickly ran to a high point of rocks, and
was just in time to see Ricket running madly
for the saloon.
"Just put a bullet in the calf of his leg,
Charlie," he said quickly. "Hurry up, before he
gets inside".
Ricket was within six feet of the door of
the shanty saloon when the weapon spoke. He
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gave a yell and pitched forward, landing half
into the building.
"Now then, come on, Charlie!" cried the young
deadshot, and quickly descending to the level
ground, he led the way straight for the saloon.
As they neared it they saw Larry Ball come
out, looking about in amazement.
"What's ther matter, Young vVild West?" he
called out, excitedly.
"Well, I've found out who my mysterious
enemies are, that's all," came the reply. "Where
3,, Ricket?"
"He's sictin' here on ther floor. But who shot
him?"
"I did," Cheyenne Charlie answered.
Then the two push2d aside the proprietor of
the place, and rushed into the bar-room. Ricket
threw up his hands and called out for them to
let up on him, for he was indeed in a state of
terror just then. Charlie quickly grabbed him
by the collar and lifted him bodily into a chair.
"Now then, you sneaking coyote," he exclaimed, as he thrust the muzzle of a revolver
against the man's face, "just you tell all about
this thing, or off goes the top of your head."
Ricket must have thought it good policy to
make a clean breast of it, so he soon related
all about it, telling everything from the start
to the finish. Larry Ball listened in amazement.
"Well, I never would have believed sich a
thing," he declared, shaking his head. "I knowed that you was a mighty bad galoot, Bart, but
I didn't think Denver Harry was ther kind of
a man what would do a thing like this. So
yer banded yourselves into a gang an' called
yourselves ther Silver Seven, did yer? An' yer
tried your best to scare Young Wild West an'
his pards away, .an' when yer found yer couldn't
yer made up your mind yer was goin' ter kill
Young Wild West an' his pards, did yer? Well,
I reckon there's only one thing left to do with
you. I've got a rope that will jest do ther business. I reckon I'll git it out right away, too."
"Hold on," said Wild. "Just let the rope go
for the present. "Only you might use it to
tie this fellow's hands. We want to get the
other four. One is dead, and we have got the
other two, you know."
"You'll find them in my shanty," called out
Ricket, as though he thought the information
might go toward saving his own life.
"Thank you for the information," said Wild,
sarcastically. "Come on, Charlie."
As has been said, Ricket's shanty was not
far distant from the saloon, and the two were
not long in reaching it. Trying the door, and
finding it fastened on the inside, he called out:
"Open that door, you sneaking coyotes!"
Then it was that a shot was fired from the
inside and a bullet came through the panel of
the door and narrowly missed our hero's hat.
Crack, crack! Jim Dart fired twice, and a
shriek of pain immediately followed the second
shot.
"Open that door!" thundered our hero, not
making a move to get out of the way, though
he knew he Wl!S in danger of being shot. "If
another shot is fired from inside you fellows will
be riddled in a jifl'y!"
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It happened that the four men were inside,
sure enough, and they no doubt felt that it was
all up with them, so the door was quickly unbarred and swung open. There stood three of
them, their hands over their heads. A fourth
lay on the floor, shot through the breast and
in the throes of death. One of Cheyenne Charlie's bullets had found him, th<mgh he was not
in sight when the shot was fired. While Charlie covered the three scoundrels, Wild stepped
inside and disarmed them.
"Now then, walk out in single file," he commanded.
Out came the villains, their faces pale with
fear and dismay. By this time several of the
miners had reached the saloon, they having
heard the shots that had b~n fired. As the three
prisoners were marched toward Larry Ball's
place, Hop Wah appeared in view, dragging
the dummy along with a piece of rope. Close
behind him came Jim and the girls. Then in
less than ten minutes Young Wild West had
explained himself to the miners, and Smiling
Billy, who was a sort of leader among the
honest men there, approached the young deadshot
and said:
"I reckon you had better turn these galoots
over to me, Young Wild West. We'll soon fix
'em up right."
"Well, I suppose that will be as good a
way as any," the boy retorted. "Go ahead and
take charge of them. I shall not say a word,
no matte1· what you do. I am very glad I
have found who my mysterious enemies were.
I know now what the Sign of the Silver Seven
means, and I am perfectly satisfied. But you
must remember that Denver Harry is back
among the rocks there. He is wounded so
badly that I doubt if 'he can manage to crawl
away."
Our friends knew very well what was likely
to happen when they saw Larry Ball come out
with a long rope.
" "qo on back to the camp, girls," said vVild.
\Ve 11 go over ther and get the wounded scoun- .,_
drel."
The girls quickly obeyed, and then Young
Wild West and his partners hastened for the
spot where Denver Harry had been left. As
they neared it the sharp report of a revolver
S?un~ed, ~nd hurrying forward they found the
villam lymi,r dead upon the ground, his right
hand clutchmg a revolver. It is not necessarv to
de~cribe wjrnt happ~ned to the rest of Young
Wild Wests mysterious enemies, for what has
already been said is quite enough. But that
wound up the mystery, and all our friends were
perfectly satisfied at the way it had turned out.
Next week's issue will contain "YOUNG
WILD WEST SAVING THE STAGE COACH·
or, HOW ARIETTA TRAPPED THE ROAD
AGENTS."

"Since I learned to run my own automobile,"
sad Scadsbeigh, "my acquaintance has extended."
"How so?" inquired his friend. "I have come in
contact with so many people."
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CURRENT NEWS
HEIGHT AND LENGTH OF OCEAN WAVES
Among the. most trustworthy scientific measurements of ocean waves are those of Lieutenant
Durand of the French Navy. The highest waves
measured by him were in the Indian Ocean, between the Cape of Good Hope and the Island of
St. Paul.
Thirty waves, measured during a northwest
gale there, averaged 29½ feet in height, and six
of them, following one another with beautiful
regularity, were 37½· feet in height. Some still
higher waves were seen, but not measured. In
a rmoderate breeze the length of a wave was
found to be about 25 times its height, but in a
gale only 18 times.

WRITES WITH BOTH HANDS
Germany's newest prodigy is 21-year-old Fraulein Thea Alba, who has mastered the art of
brain control over muscle more completely than
any other person heretofore.
Fraulein Alba sings a German song and writes
an English sentence with her left hand and a
French sentence with her right at the same time.
She writes a sentence in one language backward
and another in a diffexent language in regular
order, or calculates with one hand and writes
dictation backward with the other. She begins a
sentence at both ends and completes it in the
middle, writing with both hands. One of her
most astounding achievements is writing with
three pens at the same time, holding two in one
hand and writing different words and languages
with each.

VANCOUVER LAKE HAS DANCING BEAR
All by himself on a tiny island in Sproat Lake,
Northern Vancouver Island, lives a big black bear
that dances on his hind legs at sight of man and
has a craving for honey and sugar.
No one, not even Indians, lives within many
miles of the island, which stands alone at the
mouth oi a little creek which empties into the
lake. The bear has his home in solitude, with no
other animal larger than squinels to disturb or
fear him.
The dancing bear was discovered by a canoe
party which was making an explo1·ation trip from
one end of the lake to the other. As the canoe
was turning a head jutting out from the island a
man in the bog noticed a huge bear squatting on
the sand only a few yards away. He raised his
gun to shoot, but when the animal, instead Of
scampering away into the woods, stood on his
haunches like a trick dog the gun was put aside
and the canoe was brought closer to the shore.
The bear held his ground and wagged his head
from side to side. The boatmen tossed a lump
of sugar in the direction of the bear and it was
quickly devoured. The party landed on the beach
and the big bear became so friendly that he ventured near enough to lick honey that had been
spread on a paddle. The canoeists took a reel
of photographs of the bea1""in various poses and
then bade him good-by.
It is conjectured that years ago the bear, when
only a cub, had been captured and tamed by men
in a logging camp and then abandoned. Sproat
Lake is becoming popular as a summer resort, so
in future years the big bear is likely to have
plenty of company, as well as sugar and honey.
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Charlie, the Chauffeur
-OR-

THE LUCK OF A WORKING LAD'
By DICK ELLISON
(A SERIAL STORY)
CHAPTER XV (Continued).
"What business is Mr. Bowley in?" he asked.
"Business " replied Morgan. "Oh, he isn't in
' He's got money: H'
. t a genany business.
e s J~S
tleman of leisure. But there 1s one thrng I may
as well prepare you for. While he is 7~ally liber~l
with his help, he is close about some thrngs. You 11
be ·surprised when you see the garage where he
keeps his car and where, as _it happens, I am_ ~o
meet him. Rather a bad neighborhood; but 1t s
cheap. That's why he uses i~. Bowley wants
everything cheap."
.
.
It was well that Charlie had the warmng; 1t
would have been better still, if he had known New
York to heed the obvious inference to be drawn
from' the neighborhood into, which he was about
to go. They left the train at Bleecker street and
walked west.
The neighborhood was indeed a bad one. Dark,
Iow-browed foreigners swarmed the street they
were walking on, and as Charlie looked down the
side streets it seemed to be even worse.
.
"Pretty tough isn't it?" remarked Mr. Morgan,
"but you see rents are so enormously high in New
York that it is only in such neighborhoods that
one can afford to run a garage and not charge
prices which, ,vill drive away all business. We
turn down here."
He turned into an alley. It looked dark and
forbidding. Charlie began to feel afr~,id.
.
"Perhaps I better call to-morrow, he said,
doubtfully. "You can , give me the number,
and--"
"Nonsense! We are right there now. What's
the matter with you?" retorted Morgan. "He's
sure to take you on my recommendation and you'll
be well paid. Here we are."
He turned in through a broad, arched doorway
over which was the sign "garage."
Yes, it was 1'1- garage all right, but if Charlie
had known as much about it as the New York police knew, he would also have known that the man
who ran it owned the only automobiles which tied
up there, three in number, and that he made a
practice of hiring them out to crooks and thieves.
But this was one of the things Charlie could
not know; and another which he'did not know was
that he had "I'm f.J:esh from the country" written
all over him.
Once again Charlie had fallen into bad hands.
B
once inside the garage the sight of the
three cars and the neatness with which everything was kept restored the boy's confidence.
A short man with a big head and a bull-neck
came forward.

"Hello!" he said. "You're late!"
"Yes, the train was late," replied Morgan. "Are
they here?"
"Sure. In the office waiting for you,' and even
as the words were uttered out of a little office at
one side stepped two men.
Charlie's heart sank as he instantly recognized
his old acquaintances, Smithers and Jim Faxon!
"Well, I vow!" cried Smitliers, "where in the
name of all that's wonderful did you pick up that
kid, Jake? Say?"
.
"What's the matter with him?" retorted Morgan. "You wanted a chauffeur. He's one; he's
got first-class recommends, too." ,
"Oh, I know he's
chauffeur all right,"
chuckled Smithers, who seemed to enjoy Charlie's
very obvious fright. "Why, blame it all, he used
to work for me up at my country seat at Rowleyville, Brown, what's the matter with you? Won't
shake hands with your old boss, eh? Don't glare
at the boy so, Jim. You scare him. After all,
he'll fill the bill, and we shall know just what to
expect from him and just how to handle him. No
you don't! Back you go! Say, this is certainly
great."
Charlie had made a bolt for the door, but
Smithers promptly pounced on him, and, clutching him by the collar, gave him a fling which sent
him reeling back against a big gray car.
"You can't o out here withogut us. You'll fit
right in with our plans for to-night."
What were their plans? Charlie asked himself.
"I shall have to pretend to fall in line," he
thought. "They'll kill me if I don't."
And the danger was real. Once again Charlie
had fallen among thieves.
"Go into the office and sit down," ordered
Smithers. "I'll see you presently. Mind your
eye now. I'm a bad man to monkey with and I
haven't forgotten the trick you played me up .at
Rowleyville."
Charlie silently obeyed.
"I'm up against it," he thought. "They shan't
see that I am afraid of them, but I mustn't fight
them unnecessarily."
There was no way of escape from the office.
One little window high up near the ceiling which
overlooked a brick wall furnished air; to see in
the place one would have to keep the gas burning
all day, Charlie thought.
He sat down and waited. Outside in the garage a lot of whispering was gazing on, Faxon and
Morgan ·gradually began to get into an argument.
Charlie strained his ears to catch what they
were saying and succeeded in part.
"It would be madness for you to attempt--"
"Attempt what?" Morgan had said it, but he
lowered his voice at the last words.
"I'll be protected," Faxon angrily replied.
"Don't you trust him," put in Smithers. "He'll
throw you down in the end, surest thing."
"If he gets the chance," retorted Faxon. Then
their voices dropped again.
Something about "introducing the boy" was
said by Morgan, to which Faxon replied:
"No, no, no l I say no! Can't trust him.
Nonsense."
(To be continued.)
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ITEMS OF INTERESi
GERMAN JESSE JAMES, CORNERED,
KILLS SELF
Germany's nearest approach to Jessie James
has died by his own hand after being surrounded
and battling with the police from a barricaded
house for hours.
Emil Brass, the terror of the coal mining district of the Ruhr, with his brother, have long
. been as widely feared as the old James gang of
Missouri. Two years ago they killed their first
man and since that time committed more than
two score of felonies besides many petty crimes.
Their chief diversion was to fire upon policemen at sight and only recently two officers were
killed in Dortmund. In the chase which followed,
the younger brother was killed and Emil was
surrounded in a deserted house in Obe1·wuppen
which he held by rifle fire for several hours. A~
the police closed in he committed suicide.
NICKNAMES OF CITIES
Albany-The Capital City.
Atlanta-The Gate City of the South.
Baltimore-The Monumental City.
Birmingham-Birmingham the Beautiful.
Boston-The Hub, Bean Town, Athens of
America.
Brooklyn-The City of Churches.
Buffalo-The Queen City of the Lake.
Cliarleston, S. C.-The Palmetto City.
Chicago-The Windy City and Garden City.
Cincinnati-The Queen City and Porkopolis ..
Cleveland-The Forest City. •
Dallas-The City of the Hour.
Dayton-The Gem City.
Denver-The City of the Plains.
Des Moines-The City of Certainties.
Detroit-The City of the Straits.
Duluth-The Zenith City of the Unsalted Sea.
Galveston-The Oleander City.
Hannibal, Mo.-The Bluff City.
Hartford-Insurance City and Charter Oak
City.
.
Indianapolis-The Railroad City.
Jacksonville-The Gateway City.
Kansas City-The Heart of America.
Keakuk, Ia.-The Gate Coty.
Little Rock-The City of Roses.
LosAngeles-The Metropolitan of the West and
the City of the Angels.
Louisville-The Falls City.
Lowell-The City. of Spindles.
Lynn-The City of Shoes.
Madison, Wis.-The Lake City.
Memphis-The Bluff City.
Milwaukee-Milwaukee the Bright Spot and
the Cream City.
Minneapolis-The Flour City.
Nashville-The City of Rocks.
Newark-Newark Knows How.
New Bedford-The Whaling City.
New Haven-The City of Elms.
New Orleans-The Crescent City.

New York-The Empire City Gotham The
Metropolis.
'
'
Omaha-The Gate City of the West.
Philadelphia-The City of Brotherly Love and
the QuakeT City.
Pittsbmg-The Iron City and the Smoky City.
Portland, Me.-The Forest City.
Portland, Ore.-The Rose City.
Providence-The Gateway of Southern New
England.
Reading-The Pretzel City.
Rochester-The Flour City.
St. Joseph-The City Worth While.
St. Louis-The Mound City.
St. Paul-The Saintly City and the Gem City.
Salt Lake City-The City of the Saints.
$an Francisco-The Golden Gate City.
Savannah, Ga.-The Forest City of the South.
Sqanton-The Electric City.
Seattle-The Queen City.
Springfield, Ill.-The Flower City.
Springfield, Mass.-The City of Homes.
Syracuse-The Salt City and the Central City
of the Empire State.
Toledo-The Corn City.
Troy-The Collar City.
Washington-The City of Magnificent Distances.
Worcester-The Heart of the Commonwealth.
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THE LONE HUT
By KIT CLYDE
I dare say most people will remember the time
when a number of false notes were in circulation,
both in London and most of the chief cities of the
United Kingdom. Who put them into circulation
no one could tell. Now one would be passed by a
heavy swell-another by a respectable old man,
having much of a clerical look about him-and
then again another by a lady. "Evidently a lady,"
the victimized tradespeople would decla1,e, "for
she came up in a carriage and pair, with a coachman and a footman all complete."
How could Messrs. Tassel & Blume suspect a
lady who did her shopping in that manner-although they did think it strange she did not have
the goods sent home, but carried them with her?
The goods came to over forty pounds. A fiftypound not produced-tested in the proper way by
the tradesman in his counting-house out of sight
of the lady so that she should not be offended.
It answered every test.
Being wetted, the water-marks showed up darkly, which proved that the paper was of the right
kind. Then the engraving ·was so perfect-everything exact. No, not everything. I was the first
to notice that. It was that the figure of Britannia,
in the corner, had a head too big, and there were
one or two other discrepencies in the engraving
from the real note but so slight that it wanted
a sharp eye to notice them . I consulted my partner, a clever young fellow named Snaresdale.
He listened for some time to my story, and I
could see that he was not quite too well pleased
with the idea until I put some further points before him, when he said:
"Take it, Gerval."
Leaving my partner, I went to the nearest groggery and got a glass of grog and a cigar.
I had almost fallen a sleep over my cigar and
grog, when I heard someone speaking in the bar.
Instantly I crept to the window in the door of
the smoking-room, and drawing the curtain a little on one side, peeped in.
A handsome fellow of about thirty was busily
engaged examining a railway guide. He had evidently found the train he wanted, for he glanced
quickly up at the clock, and, finding that he had
no time to spare, drank his grog and hurried off
leaving the railway guide open on the counter.
In a minute I was out of my room, had seized
the guide and examined the page ~arefully; for I
had seen him run his thumb-nail down the line
and I had no doubt but that he would leave a long
scratch with it. He had done so, and I found that
the station he wanted was Swaningdale. I hurried off to the station at once, and arrived just in
time to miss the train, but there was another that
went an hour later.
"All right," I thought as I jumped into a hansom cab and drove home. "I am on the track now.
If that fellow was not the so-called Captain
O'Meara my name is not Gerval. I felt certain
that he had something to do in this matter-and

I am right."
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Swaningdale looked rather gloomy when I arrived; for what had been fog in London had been
rain down there. But the weather was worn, and
the Golden Sheaf one of the most comfortable inns
I have ever stopped at. When I rose in the morning the sun was shining brightly. The birds sang
cheerily, the air was fresh and beautiful and the
sweet scent of Swani;ngdale Woods filled the air
with odors.
Of course, the first thing I had to do was to
make friends with the landlord, and so learn all
that I could about the people; and the news I
heard was of the most meager kind,, Boniface not
being a communicative host.
No, there was not much company in the county. Swaningdale belonged to Sir George Martingale, but he never lived there; he was always
out of the country. A rich gentleman from
abroad had taken the old place, and kept it
"proper." What was his name? Captain Kelly.
And this was all I could hear from my host;
not much, beyond that the name of Captain Kelly
reminded me of Captain James O'Kelly, alias
O'Meara.
It was a beautiful morning that after which I
arrived at Swaningdale, and I took a stroll over
the country, and lovely I found it.
I was passing through a woodland scene of
great beauty when I heard the sound of voices,
and listened.
"Miss Rose Elmsley," said a man, in deep, rich
tones, "I pray you to listen to me. I have already
told you how deeply-how passionately-I love
you. I did so in a moment when my passion overcame my better feelings. I know I am unworthyq
of you, and therefore press my suit no further;
but if I cannot be your husband, at least let me be
your friend. Beware of this Captain James
O'Kelly."
"You do well to speak thus of your host."
"Host! I think I have paid enough for the hospitality I have received at Swaningdale. Well, I
have warned you-I can do on more. But should
trouble come--and come it will, I am convinceddo not forget that you have a friend in Cecil
Fortescue. Good-morning, Miss Elmsley."
From the place where I was standing I could
just get a glimpse of the speaker. The man was
a fine, soldier-like looking fellow.
I was about turning from this place when a peculiar noise attracted my attetion. I paused and
listened in wonder. What could it be? That was
the clink of some machinery. I crept down through
the tangled underwood, and at last, much to my
surprise, found a path which led to what had the
appearance of being a blacksmith's hut-a miserable, dirty place, to all appearances deserted,
for the windows were boarded up and a padlock
was on the door.
I heard footsteps coming rapidly behind me,
and turning round, beheld a handsome, dashing
fellow hurrying along. He had only a mustache-beard and whiskers had gone--but I at once knew
my old friend Captain O'Kelly.
I evaded him, as I did not wish to be recognized,
and strolled in another direction back to the hotel, fully convinced that I was on the right track.
I had finished luncheon, had somewhat altered
my attire, and was smoking a cigar at the door of
the hotel, wondering what I should do next, when

,.
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O'Kelly, dressed in riding costume, dashed up on
horseback, and, dismounting, threw the 1·eins to
an hostler, with the direction that he should walk
the mare up and down to prevent it getting a
chill.
Strolling up to him, I engaged him tin conversation; and after a w bile we had a drink together
and became great friends-so great that I was invited to stay at Swaningdale instead of the hotel
-an invitation I at once accepted.
"Come early," he said, as we shook hands. "Here
come the lady for whom I have been waiting.
Good-day."
"I could not come earlier, James dear," she said,
all in a flutter.
"Hush, hush! That will do, Rose," he said; alld
having introduced me, he hunied the lady away
to her horse.
As he was assisting her to mount, she turned
her head around and perceived a lady watching
her. The crimson color flew I into her cheeks.
Quickly recovering herself, she vaulted lightly on
her horse and role away, followed by the captain,
who mounted his horse more leisurely.
I then turned my attention to the lady.
"You are ill, madam," I said. "Permit me to
assist you into the hotel. A short rest and some
stimulant------"
"Thank you, sir, you are very kind. But I am
better now. You know the lady and gentleman
who have just ridden away?"
"Only slightly; but as I am going to make a
short visit to Swaningdale, we shall become better acquainted."
"I congratulate you on your good fortune," she
said, somewha-t bitterly. "But, take my advicdo not play cards."
We shook hands, and the next moment she was
gone.
Everything at Swaningdale was on the most
exten sive plan.
"Come, Mr. Lawrence," said our host, after we
had drank our wine and returned to the ladies.
"Do you play cards ?"
"A little, but I fear I am a poor hand at them."
.
"Well, I will teach you."
Cards were produced, and I played just long
enough to lose more than I liked, and then I rose
from the table.
I strolled through the rooms until I met Miss
Grace .Fanshaw, to whom I had been formally introduced, and she at once walked with me. Her
conversation was brilliant and witty, but when
we were cro.ssing an ante-room some distance
from the rest of the company, her manner
changed. Turning to me she demanded, sharply:
"What made you play cards?"
"To be like the rest."
"Like the rest! They are all rooks and pigeons
-sharps and flats. Who are you?"
"George Lawrence--" I began, when she
stopped me.
"Yes, yes-I know that story. You need not
tell me unless you like. I think I can guess. Take
care. These men are for the most part desperate
and sooner than their frauds should be found out,
would commit murder."
She had scarcely left me when a footman hur•
ried up and gave me a note, at the same time in-
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timating that the person who brought it was waiting for an answe1·. The note ran thus:
"Come at O?ICe. Your clue was right. Danger."
I new the place where that note came from and
bidding the servant tell his master that i' had
been called away en important business-but not
lµlless he inquired for m-and that I should be
back soon, I hurried away, and having donned
my greatcoat, left the Hall in the company of a
man dressed like a coachman, but whom I lmew to
·
be a policeman.
Down we went through the woods until we came
to the hollow wierein stood the lone hut, and there
we were joined by some twenty constables, some
of whom were dressed in plain clothes. A few
hui:ried words . and the inspector of the county
pohce placed his men round the hut, while I and
two men advanced to the building from which
ca~e the same strange, rumbling noise. We listened at the_ door, and then at a signal from me,
my compamon and myself rushed against the
door.
A crash, and we stumbled into the hut. A muttered cry, and the light was dashed out, and the
next moment someone sprang at my throat. I
knocked him down, and called for lights, which
were soon brought, and to my delight I discovered
as pretty a copperplate press and a lithograph
press, together with engraved plates of banlmotes
'
'
as ever I saw in my life.
Two men were found hard at work at the
presses, and no sooner were the "wristbands" on
them than they confessed all-even to admitting
that most of the men at the Hall were in the
scheme, and Captain O'Meara, or Kelly, the soul
of the plot.
The capture having been made, I instructed the
police how to act, and then returned to the Hall,
1·emoved all signs of my having been out, and was
proceeding to the drawing-room, when I heard the
voices of women in angry conversation:
"Grace, Grace!" cried a female voice. "I know
you have some dreadful plot at work against the
captain."
"If I have, I have reason for it. He is fair to
look at, but his soul is foul with sin . . He has
ruined me, and I will not spare him."
The door of the apartment in which these ladies
were speaking was a little way open. I looked in
and beheld Miss Franshaw, cold and haughty, and
Rose Elmsley standing before her in an imploring attitude.
I saw the case pretty clearly now, and passed
on to the drawing-room, entered it and having
closed the door, locked it.
"What do you mean by this--" commanded
Captain O'Kelly, when I stopped him.
"Pardon me, captain," I said, "I have my duty
to perform. I am Detective Gerval, and am down
here to trace out ·some forged notes and--"
"Forged notes !" yelled the captain, turning
deadly pale, but putting on the air of the bully.
"I do not understand you."
He muttered a fierce cry and sprang on me.
Fortunately for me though not for him, he he/:J.
his arm stretched out before him. BefoTe he coulrl
touch my throat I had his wrists-"click"-and
he was pretty well settled. The next day he went
to Australia-a prisoner.
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ting money order transactions between the United
States and the colony on a dollar instead of a
pound stel'ling basis. The Governor of Grenada
signed the modification to be effective October 1.
This is the culmination of the first step taken,.
by the Post Office Department some time ago
with a view to placing all the British West India
colonies on the same basis. The communication
from Grenada accepting the modification indicated that the islands of St. Vincent and St.
Lucia would execute separate conventions in the
near future.
Other British colonies in the West Indies which
have been asked to make a similar change are
Jamaica, Barbados, Bermuda, Bahama, Antigua,
St. Kitts, Nevis, Trinidad and Tobago, and the
British Virgin Islands.
The change will mean that money orders may
be purchased in the United States for these countries payable in American dollars which will be
convertible into English currency by the colonial
authorities at the market rate instead of the old
pre-war rate of $4.87 per pound sterling.
This is calcul ated to stimulate not only the sale
of money ordel's between this country and the
colonies, but to timulate trade relations as a direct result of the stabilization of exchange.

FISHERMEN WERE IN LUCK
Puget Sound and neighboring harbors have
oeen invaded by mackerel, cod, halibut and other
known and unknown species of fish. Thirty
thousand pounds of plaice were taken in a single
haul, and a thirty-pound cod was caught from a
wharf; near Bremerton Navy Yard seiners di covered huge quantities of a tiny fish resembling
the Norway sardine. This inshore movement of
"Saw my husband downt own to-day, but passed .
fishes, says the Scientific American, is laid to him. I didn't recognize him." "How was that?"
a great earthquate that disturbed the floor of "He was smiling."
the Pacific and caused an abrupt change in the
currents of the Northwest coast.
Elsie-After I wash my face I look in the mirror to see if it's clean. Don't you? Bobby-Don't
have to. I look at the towel.
FOUR QUARTS OF OLD SCOTCH FOR 15
CENTS
Our mini ster delivered a touching oration this
The best bargain on record since King Richard
offered his kingdom for a house was completed morning. What was his subject? He a sked for
at Victoria, B. C., Aug. 25. An auctioneer was the annual missionary contributions.
selling 1:-he contents of an old hou§e, the home
"I'm going to get lots of Christmas presents,"
of a widely-known and respected family. He
came to a huge packing case in the cellar, filled said little Willie. "I've got three uncles." "Bet
I get ,more'n you," replied Johnny. "My sister's
with old rags and papers.
·
"How much am I offered for this packing got six beaux."
case?" he asked.
"Fifteen cents," said the Luckiest Man in the
"Strategy," said. Private Murphy, up before
World.
the sergeant for examination, "is whin yez don't
"Sold," said the auctioneer when no one else let the inimy dishcover that ye are out ov amubid.
nishun, but kape on firin' !"
The Luckiest Man in the world took the packing case home to make a chicken coop out of it.
"I am soliciting contributions for the DrunkUnder the old rags and papers he found four
quart bottles of old Scotch whisky. All for ards' Home," began the charity worker. "Sure,"
fifteen cents. At current British Columbia Gov- replied the woman of the house. "There's my
ernment liquor prices he figures that his profit husband. Take him."
was a thousand per cent. The owners of the
house are now wondering how they overlooked
Waiter-What'll you have? Rube Jayseedthat packing case.
Waal, I don't know which to take, whether roast
beef, veal or mutton. Waiter-Take corn beef
MONEY ORDERS PUT ON DOLLAR BASIS hash, and yer'll get ther whole lot.
The American, dollar advances one more step
toward supremacy as a medium of international
He had invited the minister to go fishing with
exchange with the receipt at the Post Office De- him. As they stole toward the lake in the gray
partment in Washington of the acceptance by dawn of the morning the clergyman asked: "Have
Grenada, a British colony in the West Indies, of we all the bait we ought to have?" "No," rea modification of the 1904 postal convention, put- plied Digg ):Jy, "not by a jug full!"
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GOOD READING
GOLDBEATERS MAKE LEAVES 282,000TH Pines, near Havana. Patsy Boy's pet aversions
- are cats and dogs. It doesn't matter to Patsy
OF INCH THICK
Goldbeaters can reduce leaves of gold so thin Boy what a cat or dog is doing, it i,houldn't be
that 282,000 must be lain upon each other to :pro- done. She promptly cries· out, "Don't do that,
duce the thickness of an inch, each leaf is so free don't you dare do that, you cat." Incidentally,
from flaws that one of them lain upon any sur- Patsy Boy called a dog a cat, but it is not known
face as in gilding gives the appearance of solid whether it is used figuratively or not.
gold. They are so thin that if formed into a book
1,500 of them would oceup7 the space of only
PONY PIRATES
a single leaf of ordinary prmt paper and an octavo volume of an inch in thickness would have
Motorists passing through the New Forest,
as many pages as the books of a library of 1,500 Hampshire, England, after dark have to keep
volumes with 400 pages in each book. Still thin- their eyes open to avoid running into the stray
ner than this, too, is the coating of gold upon bands of cattle and horses that wander in a semisilver wire of the trimming known as gold lace.
wild state over the roads and through the recesses
.Although the thread the silkworm spins is so of this thinly populated country.
fine that a hundred of the delicate fibers are necThe chief offenders are the shaggy-haired ponessary in the twisting of the finest silk sewing ies, but as they are as cunning as old foes, more
thread, the web-making material of the common often than not the passing motorist only discovers
spider is so much finer than the silkworm's thread them, with his dazzle lights, when they are peerthat a mass of it less than two drachms in ing at him with wide-eyed indifference from beweight weuld if stret.ched its entire length extend hind a tree.
a distance of 400 miles.
These animals, intractable and semi-wild, belong
to a species of nomads that never by any chance
wander singly, but mostly in couples and someWOMAN-HATING PARROT
times in small battalions.
Strange as it may appea1·, the edible grass stuff
A woman-hating parrot, another which sings
"Put On You:i;:_ Old Gray Bonnet" and a third is not nourishing enough to appease the appetite
which is so vain that she continually announces, of these ponies, and no pony above a certain size
"I'm so pretty" are among the parrot population is likely to survive for long. Hence in their search
of Sawtelle, Cal., which were disclosed in a recent for food they wander far and wide, and overcome
many obstacles to obtain that which they dearly
census.
"Zip" is the parrot which positively refuses to love-cabbages, sprouts ~nd other cultivated
have anything to do with the fair six. Zip is plants grown by the villagers in their gardens.
These pony pirates, when they come across a
owned by Mrs. M. E. Gilbert, No. 325 Colorado
avenue. Neither she, her daughter nor any of field of plants, will hang about all day if there is
their femal e neighbors can do other than make any one about waiting for the opportunity to get
Zip bristle up his feathers and emit a low growl in, in the meantime feeding quite innpcently from
when they appear. But when S. A. Gilbert, -a son, the hedgerows. But they get busy at night time.
One of the fo1·est laws is that ponies must not
: or any other male appears and requests Zip to
talk, whistle or do many tricks, he responds be shod, and this enables them to cover up their
•
tracks easily.
readily.
Very frequently Zip will extend invitations
Their instinct and sight are marvelous, as on
such as "Come on over, Ethel!" or "Come on over, the da1;kest of nights they will make for the weakMarie!" There is no one by this name in the Gil- est ,s pot in a fence.
bert household and "Ethel and Marie" are beThey test the strength of the obstacle by push•
lieved to refer to SODJ.e female friends in Zip's ing their bodies against the wire · or paling. If it
dark past. He is eighteen years old.
resists they walk up and down, endeavoring to
i'olly, who sings "Put On Your Gray Bonnet," find an opening.
Failing in that, they will charge, deliberately
is owned by Mrs. Chloe C. Totten. When s.9-e sees
the chi:ldren going to school she politely a sks, going back and rushing the obstruction. They
"Going to school?" But on Sunday when they will keep on doing this until something gives way,
are wearing their b.est bib and tucker, she in- when they will nose the obstacle out of the way
variably salutes them with "Good boys and girls and enter the fiel,;I or cottage garden.
If there is any trailing wire they will push thci1
going fo ehurch." She alternates her favorite
song frequently with "Glory to Ris Name," which heads under it and fling it up over their bodie!".
They have even been seen to push open fiveshe sings in perfect tune.
The vain little bird is Polly Myers and a na- barred gates and lift the latches with their noseff.
They can pick their way up the narrow path of
tive of Mexico. She is owned by Mrs. E. J.
Myers. She insists upon being called Polly at all a garden, pass the dog in the kennel, and br ush
times, and if called by any other name she through open chicken runs, and neither the dog
promptly emits a series of squawks, intermingled nor the chickens have been disturbed, and the inmates of the house have not known of their pi:eswith "Polly, Polly, Polly."
Patsy Boy, owned by Mrs. Emma Frazell, on ence till they found in the morning that all t,b,e
Antietam street, was hatched in the Island of tops of their cabbages had been eaten off.
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BRIEF BUT POINTED
SNAKES UPSET CAR
John Sapelton, a salesman, driving from Goshen, N. J., on the Bayshore Road, to Swanton, on
the seashore road, through a densely wooded
spot, saw two imakes apparentl y in deadly combat.
Thinking he would kill both snakes by running
over them, he turned his car toward thfam. In
some manner the snakes got entangled in the
steering gear and befo1·e Sapleton could stop had
run off the side of the road and the car turned
turtle.
Sapleton was not injured and passing automobilists helped him right the car. The reptiles
were found to be king snakes that measured
nearly 7 feet ooch in length.
FOX

SHARKS

CAUGHT OFF ENGLISH
COAST
Unusually large numbers of fox sharks have
been caught off Sunderlan d lately. In several
cases they have been so large as to break the
nets· or carry off part of them. An exception ally
large specimen which became entangled in the
net of some salmon fishers struggled so fiercely
that the men had to cut the net adrift to save
the boat from being overturne d. The fish have
g-enerally been found a few miles out to sea, but
a few days ago alarm was caused among the
bathers at Roker, a seaside resort n·ear Sunder\and, by the appearanc ~ of one, stated to be about
ten feet long, off the pier.
.
Local fishermen suggest that the fish may have
been drawn to the locality by the presence of
bodies freed from vessels sunk during the war.
Another theory is that they have been brought
by a change in ocear currents.
Fox sharks which are also known as sea apes,
a.re not com~on off the coast of Britain, but a
few specimens are usual~y caught ~ach year follov ing the shoals of herrmgs and pilchards . They
hi re slender bodies, and with the tails, they often
at ;ain a length of fifteen feet.
BERLIN 'S BLOODE D DOGS PARADE IN
STREET S
Headed by a flock of sheep lashed together
and guarded by shepherd dogs wearing muzzles,
Berlin's blooded dogs of every descriptio n were
paraded through the streets recently.
The parade followed t~e route used by p_olitical demonstr ators, startmg from the Zoological
Garden and marching down Unter den Linden
to the Lush Garten. Clipped poodles, panting
Pomerani ans and waddling dachshun d~ had their
places in line, but chief attention was given to
the files of collies and troops of police dogs.
At one of the most crowded corners a demonstration of police dog ability was arranged. A
man suddenly ran away with a bicycle from the
curb and dashed into the crowd. At a word
from one of the guards a police dog sp1·ar,g after
him and stopped the thief before he had gone

forty yards. The dog then calmly trotted back''
to his place in the parade ranks.
The parade had to be halted for an hour when
the police discovered that some one had stolen
the padded costume to be worn by the "criminal." Another was rushed from an outlying station, however, and the parade went on.
GOLDFIS H WITH HISTORY
Firty gold fish, some of them a foot long,
brought to Princeton , Ind., from Washingt on,
Ind., by C. G. Taylor, Secretary of the Princeton
Chamber of Commerc e, and Dr. M. P. Hollingsworth, have a history. The two men found them
in a pond on the premises of the Hincher Manufacturing Company , where, according to Taylor,
they have been thriving ever since 1918.
High water forced the fish into the pond. Literally, they were rescued from an aquarium: car,
on its way from New Jersey to California , which
was stranded in the Big Four yards when the
White River bridge was washed out. The fish
then were minnows, dull in color. Only the fact
that they were shipped by the Governm ent gave
any indication that they were unusual.- _
Taylor, who was then connected with the Hincher plant, recalls that in a year after they were
placed in the pond they "turned gold." After
that he lost track of them until last Saturday ,
when Jack Holliday, who came to Princeton from
Washingt on, spoke of a pond that was filled
with gold fish.
The Princeton men, arriving at Washingt on,
found the report true. They seined only enough
gold fish to bring back samples. Monday the
largest fish of the lot leaped from its jar and
was killed when it fell to the tile floor of the
Chamber of Commerc e office. It is reported thatthe gold fish, which thrive so well in a mill pond,
are Japanese fish.
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If you can carry a tune in your head, you can learn
to play this instrument , and secure a job on the stage
at a good salary. No musical education necessary.
Struck with. a specially made mallet the perfectly tem•
pered saw produces loud, clear, rich tones like a 'cello.
'!.'he same effect may be had by using a violin bow on
the edge. Any tune can be played by the wonderful
vibrations o! the saw. It requires two weeks' practice
to make you an expert. When not playing you
work with the saw. It is a useful tool as well ascana
fine instrument .
Price of Saw, M.allet and Instrnction 8 ........ $5

HARRY E. WOLFF, 166 W. 23d St., New York

LARGE SHARK 1000
IN FRESH

WATER LAKE
A Philadelphia
despatch of re~ent date stated
that a twelve-foot
shark had been
shot and killed
in the Delaware
River at Tacony,
and went on to
"How it
say :
managed to get
nearly 100 miles
from its native
ocean haunts is a
mystery."
That sharks occasionally ascend
rivers into fresh
water, there can
doubt,
no
be
though in Northern latitudes they
ao not remain
there.
NicaraLake
gua, at the head
of the San Juan
River, at least
125 miles from
the Atlantic, in a
straight line, is
simply alive with
man - eating
sharks, many of
monsters.
them
It is common to
see them lying
just below the
surface, as if
any hopless indiunlucky
vidual
epough to faU
into the water.
That they are
not a fanciful
menace to life is
proved by stawh ich
tistics,
show that twenty five persons
annually fall victims to them in
the lake. It is
noteworthy that
they are of the
species
sa me
the
in
found
Sea,
Caribbean
and it is supposed
they ascend the
river to the lake.
It is also worthy
of note that Lake
Nicaragua Is the
only body of fresh
the
in
water
world known to
be inhabited by

sharks.
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{Oc.ond we mail !JOOMag-~
le Trlclu with coin•, carda,dice,
Tricks l!ond
Magic
ribbons, rings, etc., explllliDed •imple you can do

/or patching Cr&ZJ' Quilts Sofa <;usnlons
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them at once. Altonh:h and amuae trien!h and
Vl&ke money. Be a wizard.1hiD.ea~ a starin your town,

Wrlle 3ate,,Map::Co.,Dept. 1 Melrose,,'llas,,
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:P~lcefsc postpaid. Onrallk Is fi:e~e.st.
JOHNSON SMITH & CO. Dept. 866

3224 N. Halsted Chlcaeo

VENTRILOQIJl!iN

taught almost any une at home. Sm.nil co•t.
Send TODAY 2 cents for partic•i'ais an•
proot.
GEORGE W. S~UTH,
Room 1\1-622, 125 N. Jeff Ave., Peo14a, Ill.

LEARN TO PROTECTYOURSELP

Artof Boxinr. Swimmini:andOJmnHtid

made easy. giving t:ompleto and specifta
direciions for aquiring the art of telt•
tlefence. A 100-page book with 60 illnl•
tratfons ebows e•ery po!sibleattitude for
blow, feint, stop, dodgo or gct•awaJ anti
is explninltd by pictUTe~ H well H word.I.
Thi~ bnok &lBo explainei with munerout
illustr11.tione all tbo• different po~ullol
branchesofg-ymutldie1, such aslj".,Jan-einl
ex,rci1es wi~h~furniture, free mo,...1teU.
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TOBACCO

No Pay
Cured or chewing
Habitci1rara.cigarettea.pipe
o•snuff

9
Any form,
Guaranteed. HarmleH. Complete treatmentsenl
on trial. Coalll $1.00 if it cures. Notbinir if it faila.

SUPERBA CO. M-21 BALTIMORE, MD._

curious and intereatina. Lot3
of 1>leasure u well as very use.
uL It is a double Microscope fot examining the
wonders of nature. It is also an Opera Glass, a

Stereoscope, a Burnine Lens, a Readinc GJass, o Telescope. a
Compnss. a Pocket Mirror, and a LaryAgascope-fot exam.in•
lnl' eye, ear. nose and th roat. It is worth nll the cost to locate

even one painful cinder in the eye, Folds flat and fits the pock•
et. Somethine areat-you need one. Don"t miss it. Sent by
inaH, with 800 paa-e Novelty c~tn1og, ONLY soc or 3 tor $1.29
JOHNSON SMITH 5 CO.,

D1p~

866

lt24 N. HalSIOd SI.,
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A true
hair grower
"ZEE BEAUTIFUL GIRL PICTURES"
10 wonderful poses, $1.00_; 18 specials, $2.00.
Genuine "Ta.ken from 1.,ite" Photographs.
Money refunded If dissatisfied.
BAIRART CO., Dept. <lOl, ST, LOUIS, l\IO,

Sworn proof of. hair growth after baldness. Am •.••
Ing reports of Jeg1o";s of u•ers of Kotalko, in stoppins
Joss of hmr, overcoming dandruff, conquering baldnen
Here's the fairest offer in the world-use Kotalko If
it doesn't do all you expe<;t, get your money back I Forget pa,t bad luck with your hair. Thi• is somethin~
d1fl'.erent. Get KOTALKO at any busy druggi•t's. OIi
mall IO cents for testing proof box with guarantee t,:,
Kotalko Office, BL 373 Stati•n X. New Yorll
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T takes bu
moment .to mark the career of your choice, sign your
name, clip o
d mail. Yet that simple act has started more than two
million men and
en· toward success.
In city, town and
try all. over the world, men are living contented
lives in happy, ..prosper
homes-because they clipped this coupon.
In every line of business
industry, in shops, stores, officest factories,
in mines and on railroads,
, are holding impqrtant positions and
receiving splendid salaries-bee
'.th y clipped this coupon.

Clerks have· become' sales; advertisfng and
' managers, mechanics .have become fore•
a-ten, superintendents and ~engineers," carpente
, ecome architects and contractors,· men
Jlnd boys have
risen from nothing to places· of resp
· ..:..-because they clipped this coupon.
1-6.,#
•
You have seen it· in almost every magazine you ha . ooked at for years. And while
')'OU have been passing it by, more than ten -- - - - ..;.... nAR ouT HER• _
- - __ _
thousand men and women each month havo- lNTBllNATlONAL . ~o,.u1aPoNDBNCB ScHOOLS
been making it the first stepping stone to real
BOX 11261 ,
SCRANTON, PA.
success in life.
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In a dfrty, forlorn shack by the river's edge they found the mutilated body of Genevieve Martin. Her pretty face was
swollen atid distorted. Marks on the slender throat showed that the girl had been brutally choked to death. Who had
committed this ghastly crime? No one had seen the girl and her assailant enter ~e cottage. No one had seen.the mur•
derer depart. How could he be brought to justice?
Crimes like this have been solved-are being solved every day by Finger Print Experts. Every day we read in the
papers of their exploits, hear of the mysteries they solve, tlje criminals they identify, the rewards they win. Finger
Print Experts are always in the thick of the excitement, the heroes of the hour.

Not Experienced Detectives
Just Ordinary men
Within the past few years, scores of men, men with no
police experience, men with just ordinary grade school
educations, have become Finger Print Experts. You can
become a Finger Print Expert. too. Can you imagine a
more fascinating line of work than this? More trained
men are needed. Here is a real opportunitr, for you.

in
CourseServic
e
Seeret
For a limited time, we are making a special offer of a

PROFESSIONAL FINGER PRINT OUTFIT absolutely
free and FREE Course in Secret Se...,ice Intelligence.
Mastery of these two kindred professions will open
a brilliant career for you.
This coupon will bring you FREE BOOK and details of
of this great offer. Don't wait until the offer-has expired.
Fill in the coupon now. Mail it today.

University of Applied Science

Dept. 1096, 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago, ID.

Learn the Secrets of Identification
More and more the detection of crime resolves itself
into a problem of identification. You can learn the methods of famous identification experts. You can learn the
science of finger print identification-right at home in
your spare time.
Send for the free book which tells how famous Finger
Print Experts got their start in this fascinating work.
Tells the stories of thirteen actual cases solved by Fin~er
Print Experts. Tells how you can become a Finger Pnnt
Expert in an amazingly short time.

FREE
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University of Applied Science, Dept.1096

1920 Sunnyoidc Avenue, Chica110, lllinoia
Please send me full information on your course in
Finger Print Identification and about Free Course in
Secret Service Intelligence. I understand that there is no
obligation of any sort.
Name __
Street Address ·-e _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _Jt.ae._
City and Stat...

WILD WEST WEEKLY

OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS

LATEST ISSVES - 1002

1003
1004,

1005
1006
1007

1008
1009
1010
1011
1012
1013
lOH
1015
1016

11.017
'J.018
1019
1020
1021
1022
1023
1024
1025
1026
1027

1028
1029
1030
1031

1032
1033

1034
1035
1036

1037
1038
1039

Facing His Foes; or, The Shake-Up At Shiver
Spilt.
" Stopping a Stampede; or, Arletta and the Cow
Girls.
" Hottest TraU;
or, The Gold Cache of the
Desert.
" Riffe Duel; or, Arletta's Cross-llre.
" and "Domino Dick"; or, The Broncho Buster's
Bad Break.
" Trapping the Horse Thieves; or, Arletta••
Quick Work.
" and the Choctaw Chief; or, The Hidden Val•
ley and the Lost Tribe.
" Followed by Fiends; or, Arletta and the Plot•
ters.
" and the Cactus Queen; or, The Bandits of the
Sand Hill's.
·• In Death Canyon; or, Arletta and the Mad
Miner.
•
" Crack Cavalry; or, The Shot That Won the Day.
" After an Asaassln; or, Arletta and the Toughs.
" Shot in the Dstrk; or, Winning His Weight
In Gold.
" an1. the Hold Up Men; or, How Arletta Paid
Her Rnnsom.
" Arizona Round-Up; or, Catching the CatUe
Crooks.
" Promise; or, Arletta and the Blue Mark.
" As Avenger; or, •rhe Vlgllants' Mistake.
" After the Death Dealers; or, A Hot Fight in
the Gulch.
" Defying: the Blackfeet; or, Arletta and the Mys•
terious Canoe.
" Going the Limit; or, The "Shin-Dig" at Show
Down.
" Condemned to Death; or, Arietta's Prairie Race.
" Saving His Ranch; or, Wiping Out an Old Score.
" Caught° by Comanches; or, Arietta Daring Death.
" Showing Up a Sheriff; or, The Right Man On a
Wrong Trail.
" Reckless Ride; or, Arletta's Hairbreadth Escape.
" and the Cowboy Sports; or, Fun and Fighting
on the Range.
" Raiding the Redskins; or, Arietta and the
Apache Trap.
" Whooping It Up; or, The Cowboy Carnival at
Crooked Creek.
" Dagger Duel; or Arletta and the Mexican
Bandits.
" Quickest Shot; or, The Desperadoes of Dia•
mond Dive.
.
" and the Death Mine; or, Arletta Blutri.ng the
Claim .Tumpers.
" Saving the "Seventh"; or, The Fight at Red
Ravine.
" Greaser Shake-Up; or, Arietta Standing the
Test.
Cbi-~'
" Trailing a "Terror"; or, The Bandit
s
Last Chance,
" Savini? His Scalp; or, Arietta and the Death
Trail.
D u d es
, D nel
" Teaching a Tenderfoot; or, The
With the Desperado.
" Rushing the Rustlers; or, Arietta's Long
Range Shot.
" Grilling the Go1d Grabbers; or, The "ShootUp" at Shooker.
"

=

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be 1,ent to any
address on receipt of price, 7c per copy, In money OJI
postage stamps, by
HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc.,
168 West 2Sd Street,

New York City

HOW TO
SCENARIOS WRITE
THEM
Price SIi Cent.I Per Copy

This book contains all the most recent changes In the
method of construction and su bmisslon of ilCenarios.
Su:ty Lessons, covering every phase of scenario writIng. For sale by all Newsdealers and Bookstores.
If you cannot procure a copy, send us the price,
35 cents, in money or postage stamps, and we will
mail you one. postage tree. Address
:L.. SENARENS, 219 Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y.

1

Useful, Instructive and Amusing. They Contain
Valuable Information on Almost Every Subject
No. 52. HOW TO l'LAY CARDS.-A complete au!l
handy 11 ttle book, giving the rules and full dire~tiou~
for playing Euchre, Cribbage, Cassino, Fort;r-Flve,
Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, Auction Pitch All
Fours, aud many other popular games of cards. '
No. 56. H~W '.1:0_ BECOME AN ENGINEER.-Contalning full mstruct1ons how to become a locomotive
engineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; together wl th a full description of everything an
engineer should know.
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-By Old King
Brady, the well-known detective. In which he laya
down some valuable rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures of well-known detectives.
No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER
Containing useful information regarding the Came;;;
and how to work it; also how to make Photographic
Magic Lantern Slides and other Transparencies. Hand•
somely illustrated.
No. 64. HOW TO lllAliE ELECTRICAL MACHINES
-Containing full directions for making electrical ma:
chines , induction coils , dynamos and maqy novel toya
f~u~ir:~~~ed by electricity. By B. A. R. Bennett. Fully

No. 65. llfULDOON'S JOKES. -The most orlglnal
joke book ever published, and it is brimful of wit and
humor. It contains a ,large collection ot songs, jokes,
conundrums, etc., of 'Ierrence Muldoon the great wit
humorist and practical joker of the day.
'
No. 66. HO\V TO DO PUZZLES. - Containing over
three hundred interesting puzzles and conundrums with
key to same. A complete book. Fully lllustrat~d.
~o. 67. HOW TO DO ELE-OTRICAL TRICKS.-Con•
tarnl{!g a lar~e coll~ction of instructive and highly
amus1ug electrical tricks, together with illustrations.
By A. Anderson.
No. 68. HOW TO DO CHE!IUCAL TRICKS. - Containing over one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals. By A. ,.-uiderson. Hand•
Bomcly illustrated.
No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT-OF-HAND. - Contalnniug over fifty of the latest and best tricks used by
magicians. Also containing the secret of second sight.
Fully illustrated.
No. 70. HOW TO MAICE MAGIC TOYS.-Containin,r
full directions for making Magic '.roys and devices of

many kinds .
No.

71.

Fully Illustrated.

•

HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICI{S. _

Containing complete instructions for performing over
sixty Mechanical Tricks. Fully illustrated.
No. 72.

:11ow

'.CO DO SIXTY TRICKS Wl'.l'H CARDS.

,-Embracmg all of the latest and most deceptive card
tricks, with illustrations.
No. 74.

HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY

-Containing fnl\ instructions for writing letters 0 ,i
almost any subJect; also rules for punctuatiou and
composition, with specimen letters.
No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES By THE HAND
-Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid oi
lines of the hand,, or the secret of palmistry, Also
the secret of tellmg future events by aid of moles
marks, scars, etc. Illustrated.
r
•
No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH
CARDS. - Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leadiug conjurers and magicians. Arranged
for home amusement. Fully illustrated.
No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.-Contalning
the latest jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of thia
world-renowned German comedian. Sixty-four pages·
handsome colored cover, containing a half-tone phot~
of the author.
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALl\IISTRY.-Containing the
most approved methods of reading the lines on the
hand, together with a full explanation of their meaning
Also explaining phrenology, and the key for telllnc
character by the bumps on the head. By Leo Hugo
Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated.
No. 88. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.-Containlng valuable
and instructive information regarding the science ot
hypnotism. Also explaining the most approved met>.od1
which are employed b:v the leading hypnotbts of the
world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S.
For sale by all newsdealers, or will .be sent to Wl7
address on receipt of price, 10c. per copy, in
money or stan1ps, by

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc.,
166 West 23d Street,

New Yorlt
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